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PREFACE 


i would like to thank: 

first of all my companions Med. Dr. Giovanni Balletto, 
Dodoma, Tanganyika Territory, and Mr. Enzo Barsotti, 
Mombasa, Kenya, who appear in this book as Giuan and 
Enzo, and without whom neither our adventure nor the 
writing of this book would have been possible; 

all our fellow prisoners of war of pow Camp 354 who 
assisted us in the actual escape and gave us their generous 
and silent assistance during the period of preparation and 
organisation; 

Mr. R. M. Graham A.C.F. Nairobi, Kenya, not only for 
having assisted me with invaluable information but also for 
having attempted to convert my English into a more read¬ 
able language, and Mrs. Graham, Dr. J. D. Melhuish and 
Mr. E. Robson, M.P.S., for having assisted me with much 
advice; 

the Mountaineering Club of East Africa for having given 
permission to quote some extracts from their Journal Ice- 
Cap. 




CHAPTER I 


THE MIRAGE 


Of life in prisoner-of-war camps on the Equator, and of the 
organising of a mountaineering expedition towards a 17,00 o-foot 
peak, despite difficulties over the question of stores and equip¬ 
ment. 

after a thirty-six hour journey the long train stopped out¬ 
side a little station, the name of which I could not read from 
our cattle-truck ‘coach’. 

On our left there was a wood of strange-looking thorn- 
trees with smooth green stems, on the right a vast plain where 
in the midday haze the corrugated-iron roofs of hundreds 
and hundreds of barrack-huts shimmered. Between the guard- 
towers one could divine the barbed wire fence. 

The very sight of this encampment tumbled one’s heart 
into one’s boots. We stared as though mesmerized, but 
nobody dared to utter aloud the question each put to himself: 
‘Yes, inside there; but for how long?’ 

A dead silence reigned in the waggon while each man 
gathered up his few belongings. An equally silent column of 
prisoners from the first waggons was already assembling out¬ 
side, alongside the rails. We were surely more than a thou¬ 
sand on this train yet no word was heard spoken. 

Flies buzzed in the heavy air. In the nearby wood doves 
cooed with ironic indifference. 

Having travelled in the last waggon, we were the last to 
start our slow march, and in the meantime the head of the 
column had covered a good half of the distance between the 
railway and the camp. In doing so it had raised such a cloud of 
dust that we were deprived of the depressing sight of our goal. 
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At last our turn came and we started too, mechanically four 
by four, heads drooping in die midday heat. The huge snail, 
slow and dumb, crept forward through the dust cloud as 
though marching towards infinity. 

At the direshold of the camp we were halted and then we 
entered the gate one by one. It was at last, we had been told, 
the ‘definitive’ camp. What a horrible word, ‘definitive’ 1 

There was no vegetation to conceal or in any way to soften 
the crudeness of the barbed wire fences. Starkly, almost des¬ 
perately it seemed, the gallows-like poles supporting the wires 
reached towards the empty sky. 

‘Why have you woken me up?’ 

‘It’s half-past seven.’ 

‘But roll call’s at half-past eight. You’ve tricked me out of 
an hour . . .’ 

‘Tricked?’ 

‘If you had left me asleep I should have avoided one hour 
of captivity.’ 

A voice from the upper end of the barrack: ‘A four for 
bridge wanted.’ 

Answer from the far end: ‘For half a loaf of bread you can 
have me’ 

Poster on the door of a barrack: 

‘Do you want a long and happy captivity? Do as my grand¬ 
mother did. She lived for no years because she minded her 
own business.’ 

People in prison camps do not live. They only vegetate or 
as a Russian writer puts it ‘they live at the level of physiology’. 

From the Polar Diary of Admiral Cagni (1900, when he 
got to the most northerly latitude reached at that date), 
referring to barrack life during the long polar night: 

‘The spirit gets blunted more and more and the mind of 
everybody is invaded by an odd indifference for everything 
not material and not present.’ 
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II 


‘In spite of the communal life each man feels strangely 
isolated from his fellows.’ 

‘Every remembrance of the time when we led a less animal¬ 
like existence engenders longing, and with it a remote kind 
of suffering. While forgetting everything and living like a 
bear one does not feel moral needs which cannot be satisfied.’ 

These truths apply perfectly to our prisoner-of-war life. 

But Admiral Cagni wrote also: ‘I should like to emulate a 
Spartan and lose all my bad habits. Never in my life shall I 
have a better opportunity for doing so.’ 

You can never be alone. 

You open a letter (if you are lucky enough to get one, once 
in a blue moon) and ten pairs of eyes gaze at you and ten 
mouths bombard you with questions: ‘Any news?’ ‘Good 
news?’ ‘All right?’ ‘Are they all well?’ - Thank you very 
much,’ you would like to answer, ‘for your kind interest, 
but couldn’t you leave me alone to read, at least now?’ 

You open your suitcase (if you are lucky enough to have 
one) in order to air your rags or to chase off those black 
beetles which infest our barracks in legions. Immediately 
your ‘friends’ gather round you and exclaim: ‘Look! You’ve 
still got a spare pair of socks!’ ‘What book is this?’ ‘May I 
have a look at this photo?’ and so on. 

You can not even whistle a tune (if by any chance you get 
up in a cheerful mood) without hearing another prisoner at 
the far end of the barrack joining and whistling the same tune. 

At night you fall asleep immediately but after a few hours 
you wake again: You feel so tired that you do not even 
want to open your eyes; but you feel an appalling lucidity of 
mind. 

You just lie there and remember. Slowly you begin to ‘see’ 
episodes lived through years and years before; phrases, 
inflections of voices, countenances appear again as clearly as 
though you were able to re-coil the film of your own life; as 
though you were present, spectator and character at the same 
time, in the making of a talking and musical picture. It really 
is ‘musical’ too, because many episodes have a sort of musical 
background, even if this consists of the most plebeian songs 
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fashionable for a brief moment. Thus for me 1934 is con¬ 
nected with the song Why, the summer of 1938 with Following 
the Fleet just as other years ancl seasons are unalterably 
identifiable with other songs. 

Slowly the grey dawn comes and at last you drop into 
a short, restless sleep which does nothing to restore you. 

To remember is far worse than to forget. This is not a dis¬ 
covery of mine. It was an old truth in the times of the Greek 
statesman Themistocles. Once he was approached - so the 
story goes — by a schoolmaster who asked him for a reward 
because he had thought out a system of teaching by means of 
which the memory of his pupils was greatly improved. 
Themistocles answered: ‘I shall give you a reward if you 
invent a method of enabling mankind to learn how to forget, 
not how to remember.’ 

The sole activity for this host of people is to wander round 
the camp - this camp has accommodation for ten thousand 
people, it’s a regular town - the whole day. They just walk 
and stop where they see other people talking. There they stay 
for a while and join in the conversation. 

What are they talking about? 

A pessimist used to say: ‘Seventy-five per cent of the sub¬ 
jects talked about in the camps are lies and twenty per cent 
are stupidities. Only the remaining five per cent are matters 
worthy of being discussed.’ Sometimes I wonder whether he 
was not an optimist, rather than the pessimist he professed 
to be. 

No wonder the camps are the breeding ground of the most 
fantastic rumours which are spawned mysteriously, thrive in 
the unwholesome atmosphere, are discussed avidly and, inev¬ 
itably, are at last firmly believed. 

Every distraction, every spectacle is welcome. 

Once I saw a few hundred prisoners gathered between two 
barracks. I approached, curious to see what held their atten¬ 
tion. 

They were watching a cat playing with a mouse. They 
were prepared to watch for hours. 

Sometimes, at the moment of reveille , when you open your 
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eyes once more only to find yourself a prisoner, you have not 
the courage to accept the day. You close your eyes, again 
hoping to snatch a few more moments from the land of 
dreams. 

It's impossible. Your fellows are already up. Carlo, shav¬ 
ing, whistles Saint-Saens’ Danse Macabre; people slam doors 
and suitcases. You are compelled to summon up your 
strength, to jump out of your bunk and to accept capfivity. 

At this period there are still few books circulating. 

When any rag enters the barrack, it is assaulted by ten, 
twenty men hungry for reading matter. ‘What’s this?' ‘Let 
me have a look.’ ‘Only for a mpment, please.’ 

If it appears to be a book - a book in dreadful condition, of 
course - a struggle for ‘rights’ of priority begins. 

‘When you have finished the first hundred pages would you 
mind giving them to me?’ ‘I’m second.* ‘Please, I was* first, so 
he is second and you only third.’ An endless argument follows. 

The reader usually objects: ‘How can I lend you the book 
if I have to give it back at 9 a.m. to-morrow?’ 

‘It doesn’t matter. I am a quick reader.’ 

‘I have found half a pint of cooking oil for my lamp. I can 
read the whole night long. Give it to me.’ 

After all, it is a pleasant struggle; as long as it lasts time 
again has value. 

CONCENTRATED HUMANITY 

‘Naturalists in charge of zoos have noted - if I am rightly 
informed - that captivity provokes considerable alterations 
in the character of animals. It would be foolish to deny that 
captivity exercises a still greater influence upon human 
character, infinitely more complex than that of animals.’ 

Starting from this premise some of us debated, half 
jokingly and half seriously for a long idle evening the ques¬ 
tion: ‘What is the main difference between Homo Sapiens and 
the subspecies, resulting from years of captivity, Captivus 
Vulgaris or expressed mathematically Po W No. 00?’ 

I cannot remember the whole course of the discussion at 
this amateur psychologists’ meeting, but from among the 
answers I liked most I record this one: 
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‘Captivus VulgarU Kenyansh is not a subspecies of Homo 
Sapiens but a super-species. Here one finds concentrated 
humanity. Every character becomes saturated, that is to say 
concentrated, both as to its better and its worst aspects, to 
an extent which could not occur in free life. Homo Sapiens 
thus appears in its synthesis - Captivus Vulgaris , as nowhere 
else in the world perhaps you will find here, as though 
assembled for scientific study, every human type. Nowhere 
else in the many camps born out of this World War II will 
you find, as here in East Africa, so complete an assortment of 
all ages and trades. Remember that here are not only captured 
soldiers but a whole male European population, deported 
from Ethiopia.’ 

There was indeed every kind of person in the prisoner-of- 
war camps in East Africa, old and young, sick and healthy, 
crazy and sensible, people from every part of Italy and Italians 
born in'every part of the world, of every trade, optimists 
and pessimists, silent people and irrepressible talkers, generous 
minds and those which seemed to personify meanness, men 
who minded their own business (alas! a minority) and those 
who for the life of them could not do so, people who gathered 
commodities left and right (called by us ‘hunting dogs’, for 
this animal is perhaps the most voracious of African mammals) 
and those who were happy with nothing, true gentlemen and 
irreclaimable villains. 

Between these extremes there were the usual intermediate 
types, but a mere description of them all would fill a book. 

There were the fanatics of sun-bathing and gymnastics, 
boxers, volleyballers and footballers, people who worked 
with makeshift tools for hours in the sun until exhausted in 
order to make a tennis court, only to be transferred to another 
camp before they could enjoy the fruits of their toil. On the 
other hand there were human specimens who never got up 
from their bunks for fear that they might waste energy and 
who, if this were possible, would have sent someone else to 
settle even their most private affairs. 

There were people who studied the whole day and for 
them captivity was, in a way, bliss. 

I have read somewhere that Disraeli, writing about Hugo 
Grotius, who like Marco Polo, Cervantes, Bunyan, Silvio 
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Pellico and many others wrote his best work while a prisoner, 
stated: ‘Other men, condemned to exile or captivity, if they 
survive, despair; the man of letters may reckon those days as 
the sweetest of his life.’ I am not a man of letters and therefore 
I do not consider the five years I spent as a prisoner of war 
as the sweetest of my life; but, when all is said and done, I 
can at least bear witness to the difference between my mental 
state in the years ‘before Mount Kenya’ and those years 
‘after Kenya’ when I was busy writing these lines. 

People who spent their time studying had my full appro¬ 
bation. Some of them by preparing for exams or actually 
learning a science or one or more languages (we had teachers 
among us who held lessons on almost every possible subject) 
not only improved their education, but above all prevented 
their minds from getting stale and warped. 

Sketching, drawing and painting were extremely popular 
subjects as soon as through parcels and later through die kind 
help of the y.m.c.a. of East Africa we were able to get the 
necessary materials. High prestige was enjoyed by artists 
able to enlarge the most faded and smallest photographs of 
girl-friends or relations. 

Then there were the actors, entertainers and musicians: 
they deserve a chapter on their own, because they really 
worked wonders. Their ability and ingenuity helped us to 
pass many delightful evenings. 

There were those artists in tin - no mere tinsmiths - who 
out of empty containers created lamps, dishes, paraffin boilers, 
frying pans, mugs, toys and models of every description. 
Wood carving was also very fashionable, the tools ail being 
made from scrap material worked with the aid of camp-made 
forges. Repairers of watches and glasses attained the meridian 
of fame. Musical instruments were made from packing cases 
or from timber ‘borrowed’ from the camp stores, and a few 
people attained such perfection in this craftsmanship -1 mean 
the building of instruments, not the ‘borrowing’ - that whole 
orchestras were equipped with beautifully toned instruments. 
For instance the orchestra which later became the Central 
Italian Orchestra of Nairobi and which gave a hundred 
concerts all over East Africa was equipped mainly by this 
means. 
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There were card-players and gamblers, lots of them. 

0 mighty Ely Culbertson, every pow camp should erect a 
marble monument in your honour, for without you how 
would thousands of people have passed their years of cap¬ 
tivity? Fifteen or twenty rubbers per day were not records 
but only the average of games played by at least twenty 
people I could recall by name. 

The stakes were of course mainly cigarettes; but I have 
known people who quite literally lost their last shirt at poker 
or baccarat tables, and others who, after having sold every¬ 
thing available, were compelled to wash linen and to clean 
boots for their creditors in order to make good at least a 
part of their debts. 

Superstitions of every kind flourished like the green bay 
tree in the camps for a while. Chiromancers, astrologers and 
destiny-diviners enjoyed their short periods of glory. Spiritua¬ 
lism too was fashionable for a short time. The great spirit of 
Napoleon himself was evoked in order to tell those who 
believed which side would win the war, and when. The 
innocent shades of numbers of maiden aunts, rigid custodians 
of family morals, were kept working overtime; through them 
alone, it was felt, would it be possible to get news of possible 
infidelities on the part of wives and fiancees. 

There were hard-faced traders and usurers who organized 
businesses and banks, leases and sales and who accumulated 
hundreds of shillings which were often confiscated by the 
searchers when prisoners were being transferred from one 
camp to another. 

There were people with a variety of imaginary ailments 
crowding the sick bays, begging the doctors to give them 
priority over people who were in genuine need of medical 
treatment. 

There was a fanatic hygienist who spent a fortune in buying 
toilet paper which he used to wrap round door-handles before 
grasping them. He hoped in this way to avoid being infected, 
but I do not know - and I doubt if he knew himself - what 
disease he feared. On the other hand there were certain well- 
known prisoners who were never seen at the shower baths 
even at Christmas or Bank Holidays. 

Some built excellently functioning wireless receiving sets 
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in secret, and in order to distribute news-bulletins there was 
a whole organization of short-hand writers. 

Not even common criminals were absent, as some three 
hundred ‘guests’ of Akaki jail had been freed by the occu¬ 
pation authorities of Ethiopia and subsequently impounded 
in the Kenya camps. Judge Pace of Addis Ababa slept-I 
repeat slept- in a double bunk in Compound e, 354 Camp, 
with one of his ‘customers’ whom he had recently sentenced 
to ten years seclusion’for manslaughter. 

The strangest trade I came across in my prison life was 
perhaps that of a mesmerizer whose subjects were animals, 
mainly chickens. Perhaps I had better explain. Towards the 
end of our long captivity, in 356 Camp (Eldoret) we enjoyed 
a three miles walk, during which we were sometimes able to 
buy chickens from Africans. The mesmerizer, who ranked 
high among the bridge-stars of the camp, was asked to remain 
close to the buyer and while the bargaining proceeded he 
quietly mesmerized one of the chickens which immediately 
dropped asleep. 

‘And what do you want for this one?’ the buyer would ask 
the African, pointing to the mesmerized bird. Without hesita¬ 
tion the African would say: ‘Five shillings, the same as the 
others.’ 

‘But don’t you see it’s sick? It looks as though it might be 
dying.’ 

The African, afraid of losing his money, would be happy to 
sell the bird for a shilling or two. The only reward the mes¬ 
merizer claimed was to be asked to dinner to help eat his 
‘subject’ roasted with potatoes. 

There came a day when we were transferred to 354 Camp, 
Nanyuki, at the foot of Mount Kenya. Our carriage - not a 
cattle truck this time - watched by sentries, remained from 
y a.m. till 11 a.m. in Nairobi station being shunted up and 
down in order, presumably, to comply with mysterious rail¬ 
way exigencies. 

After about a year of incarceration we were able to 
see people living in freedom, coming and going as they 
liked. We gazed with fascinated eyes as though witnessing 
miracles. 
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A man stepped out of a train and bought a newspaper and 
a packet of cigarettes at the tobacconist’s. He paid with 
clinking money and went off. Just like that! Soon we heard 
the sound of the engine of a car starting up. The very idea of 
steering a car gave me a dizzy feeling. 

We saw women, young and good-looking, middle-aged 
and elderly. Among them were undoubtedly fiancees, wives, 
sisters and mothers, all real, alive, not mere phantoms as were 
ours in our dreams. We saw children, sweet little ones among 
them; one wanting to collect that empty red cigarette packet 
on the platform, another throwing his round arms about the 
neck of his Daddy who was just stepping out of a train. No 
doubt the few words they were able to stammer were spoken 
in English, but from a distance they might as well have been 
speaking in Italian. Their expressions, their gestures, were the 
same as those of our own children, now interned in the camps 
of Ethiopia and Somaliland. 

It was torture. One could have jumped out of the train for 
no other purpose than to mix for ten minutes with free people. 
I would bet that every one of us, looking from our carriage 
windows onto that crowded Nairobi platform, was busy with 
thoughts of escape, soon repressed. 

The idea of escaping is a vital factor in the mind of every 
prisoner. On our arrival in East Africa I had as a matter of 
course carefully considered the chances of reaching the 
nearest neutral territory, Portuguese East Africa; but I had 
concluded that, for me at least, this would be impossible. The 
distances one had to cover were enormous, one needed a 
frightful lot of money, the opportunity of getting a car, 
knowledge of the country and of the main languages, and 
faked documents. Even if one reached Portuguese East Africa 
the problem of getting home from there presented still greater 
difficulties. As a matter of fact of all those who attempted to 
escape during our five years of captivity in order to reach Por¬ 
tuguese East Africa, only a group of four officers succeeded. 

In the low barrack of tar-painted hessian the night had 
closed in quickly. The wind whistled and rain thundered on 
the corrugated iron roof. Outside, throughout the camp the 
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ground was a swamp. At every step one raised several pounds 
of sticky mud on one’s shoes. 

At a small makeshift table placed between two bunks sat 
four prisoners playing bridge round a flickering oil-lamp 
made of an empty meat tin. 

‘One down,’ remarked a player sadly putting down his 
last few cards. 

‘Of course,’ said his partner acidly, ‘if you insist on not 
drawing trumps. .. .’ 

‘But listen. Had I found the ten of spades on my left 
instead of on my right. . . .’ 

The argument carried on endlessly. It’s impossible for a 
bridge party in a prisoner-of-war camp not to degenerate 
into an argument. 

On another bunk two men sat, wrapped in their blankets, 
sharing a single light while they read. 

At the far end of the barrack a dead silence reigned. No 
lights showed there yet it was too early for anyone to have 
gone to sleep. People just lay on their bunks busy with their 
own thoughts. 

On my bunk two men sat beside me, one of them playing 
chess with an opponent sitting on the opposite bunk, the 
chessboard on a stool between them. 

A train whistled lamentably. 

One of the chess-players shook his head: ‘I’m going to lose 
the queen. I can see no remedy.’ 

The other fellow sitting on my bunk bent over the chess¬ 
board, closing his book but keeping a finger between the 
pages. 

‘Let me see,’ he said, studying the strategic situation. 

The train whistled again. The flame of the oil-lamp 
smoked and flickered. 

From the bunk opposite the chess-players Umberto, whom 
I had thought to be asleep, called me and whispered: ‘I’m 
frightfully hungry.’ 

‘You’re telling mel’ 

The next morning, the 13th May, I was shaken out of my 
sleep by Umberto: ‘Q,uipk, Get up. Come and look at 
Mount Kenya 1 ’ 
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‘Wha,t does it look like?’ 

‘You shall see. The shape recalls Monviso viewed from 
Turin, but this is far more imposing.’ 

Owing to the rainy season we had so fax had no oppor¬ 
tunity of seeing anything of the mountain but the huge 
forest-clad pedestal. I was so anxious to see it now that I 
almost got entangled in my boot-laces while dressing. 

‘Hurry up,’ shouted Umberto from the door, ‘otherwise 
the peak will become covered with clouds again.’ 

I emerged at last, stumbled a few steps in the mud and then 
I saw it: an ethereal mountain emerging from a tossing sea of 
clouds framed between two dark barracks - a massive blue- 
black tooth of sheer rock inlaid with azure glaciers, austere 
yet floating fairy-like on the near horizon. It was the first 
X7,ooo-foot peak I had ever seen. 

I stood gazing until the vision disappeared among the 
shifting cloud banks. 

For hours afterwards I remained spell-bound. 

I had definitely fallen in love. 

Day followed weary day and the mountain remained 
blanketed under a pall of mist and cloud. The one glimpse I 
had had of it days before seemed like the memory of a dream. 
Prison life fastened on me like a leaden chain. Future pros¬ 
pects were not even considered and only the present existed 
for us, dark and dismal. 

For three months I had had no news of my family and to 
add to my anxiety there were rumours of a fatal epidemic of 
measles raging among the children in the evacuation camps 
of Ethiopia. Nerves were near breaking point. The maddening 
worries about which one could do nothing, the passivity to 
which we were condemned, the deadly monotony of the rains 
and above all the communal life one was forced to lead in a 
small barrack with twenty-five or thirty similarly irritable 
people, seemed likely to drive one mad. 

Never to be a moment alone was perhaps the worst thing 
for us in our state of nerves. Those with whom I shared a 
barrack were individually all nice lads, well bred and equit¬ 
able by temperament, but how they racked one’s nerves in 
the mass! Their most trivial activities, like knocking a nail 
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into a pole on which to hang a towel or pulling aside a bunk 
in order to look for a missing clog, made one irritable. 

Forced to endure the milieu we seemed almost afraid of 
losing our individuality. Sometimes one felt a childish urge 
to assert one’s personality in almost any manner, shouting 
nonsense, banging an empty tin, showing by every act that 
one was still able to do something other than to wait passively. 
I have seen normally calm people suddenly rise from their 
bunks and climb the roof-poles of the barrack, barking like 
monkeys. I felt I understood them and they had my full 
sympathy. 

On this particular evening even the last resource of the 
prisoner, a remnant of a sense of humour, had left me and I felt 
only a dreadful emptiness, as if I had lost contact with the 
very ground under my feet. 

The past was finished; there was nothing more to think 
about, to grasp. A normal life in the future seemed so far 
off, so impossible, that I did not even long for it any more. 
Only the present existed, unavoidable, overwhelming. For 
me, Time stood still. It was easy to understand how people 
go mad. 

There was no oil left in the lamp and even if there had been 
I had no desire to read. I got up from my bunk and went 
slowly out of the barrack. 

Umberto was on his bunk playing his thousandth game of 
patience. He raised his head as he saw me: 

‘If this one comes out, we shall be free this year.’ 

I could not even smile. I went out. 

It had stopped raining and a chorus of crickets sang loud 
in the night. A prisoner walked with heavy steps towards the 
latrines and cursed the quaggy mud comprehensively. 

I met another friend and accepted his invitation to play 
chess. I lost all three games and as I tramped towards my 
barrack in the darkness I was in no better mood than before, 
though normally I am not a bad loser. I was as tired as though 
I had marched for miles and miles. I did not even feel hungry. 

As I approached my barrack I heard the noise of hammer¬ 
ing. I wondered who was busy at that hour of the night and 
what he was doing. A strange sense of envy crept into my 
mind. That prisoner had set himself a task, whatever it was. 
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For him the future existed because presumably he meant to 
finish his job. For the moment he had found a remedy 
against captivity. 

The night sky was clear. There was a smell of good earth 
in the air such as I had seldom noticed in Africa. I was think¬ 
ing ‘The future exists if you know how to make it’ and ‘It’s up 
to you’, as I turned the corner of my barrack at the exact spot 
from which I had seen Mount Kenya for the first time, and 
from which I had always since then cast a look in the direc¬ 
tion of the peak. 

Now it was visible again and in the starlight it looked even 
more tantalising than in daylight. The white glaciers gleamed 
with mysterious light and its superb summit towered against 
the sky. It was a challenge. 

A thought crossed my numbed mind like a flash. 

‘What are you doing there?’ 

‘I am waiting for midday. And you, what are you waiting 
for?’ 

‘For the end of the war.’ 

Nobody laughed at this sort of joke any more, because it 
had ceased to be a joke. It was a real expression of feeling. 
Time was no longer considered by the average prisoner as 
something of value to be exploited; time for them was an 
enemy, but for me this was no longer so. 

I was already busy with a secret plan, which slowly took 
definite shape. 

A prisoner of the last world war wrote in his memoirs: 
‘At the front one takes risks, but one does not suffer; in 
captivity one does not take risks but one suffers.’ 

In order to break the monotony of life one had only to 
start taking risks again, to try to get out of this Noah’s Ark, 
which was preserving us from the risks of war but isolating 
us from the world, to get out into the deluge of life. If there 
is no means of escaping to a neutral country or of living 
under a false name in occupied Somalia as many have done, 
then, I thought, at least I shall stage a break in this awful 
travesty of life. I shall try to get out, climb Mount Kenya 
and return here. 
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I realized from the start that I could not do this single- 
handed; I should have to find companions. As a proof that 
we had reached the summit - if ever we did so - we should 
leave a flag there. 

On page 108 of a torn copy of Steinbeck’s Grapes of Wrath 
I found tile following paragraph underlined: 

’When I was in jail I never thought of the moment of liber¬ 
ation. I thought only of to-day, perhaps of the football match 

to be played on the following Saturday, never beyond. I took 

the days as they came.’ 

An anonymous prisoner of war had written in the margin 
‘Good advice’. 

But, anonymous brother, have you ever thought of one 
difference between the conditions of a man sentenced to jail 
for an offence and those of a prisoner of war? The former, 
however long his sentence may be, has a precise knowledge 
of the date of his liberation; we on the other hand have not. 
No one can foretell how long this war will last, how long our 
sentence will last. 

The more I considered the idea of escape, the more I 
realized the magnitude of the task I had set myself. Should 
we be able to climb without a long period of acclimatisation 
in the thin air of 17,000 feet? How should we make the actual 
climb? Whom should I ask to accompany me? How could 
we get out of the camp and in again? These and other prob¬ 
lems kept my mind fully occupied. I found it fascinating to 
elaborate, in the utmost secrecy, the first details of my scheme. 

Life took on another rhythm because it had a purpose. 
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I started my preparations. 

First I wrote to my family asking them to send me my 
boots and my woollen clothing which had not been sold - 
vests, shirts, jerseys, and so on. 

I stopped smoking. As cigarettes were the normal cur¬ 
rency in die camps, I could use my weekly ration of thirty-five 
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in this way together with those I was later on allowed to buy 
from the canteen. 

I sold what few of my belongings I could spare, in order 
to get the cash I needed for buying various items of necessary 
equipment. The system I followed was this: some prisoners 
inside the camp who retained cash in spite of the severe rules 
against it feared that it would be confiscated at the first search, 
and tried to convert it into food and clothing. Therefore from 
time to time they sent their commission agents through the 
barracks, as they wished to avoid doing business in person. 
The agents, neither unobtrusively nor tactfully, went round 
the barracks asking: ‘Who wants to sell anything?’ and 
appeared with clock-like regularity at the bunk of anyone 
wh,o had just received a parcel. Not a hard job this, as the 
names of the lucky addressees of parcels would appear on the 
compound notice-board, with the hour at which the parcels 
would be distributed after they had been opened and searched 
under the eyes of their owners. 

The problem of whom to select as my companions was the 
most pressing and the most difficult to solve. I reckoned that 
a party of three would be the best, which meant that I should 
have to find two men willing to take the risk. Of these one 
need not necessarily be a mountaineer because the actual 
climb could be attempted by two, while the non-mountaineer 
could stay at the base camp. His main job would be to assist 
at keeping watch in the forest on our way up. A party of 
more than three, I thought, would enable us to keep shorter 
watches, but on the other hand it would increase appreciably 
the amount of stores and equipment we should have to collect 
and to carry. 

By chance I learnt that a man I already knew was a moun¬ 
taineer who had to his credit several first-climbs in the Alps. 
One evening when Mount Kenya showed clear and majestic 
half an hour before sunset I approached this man and pointing 
to the glorious mountain I remarked, as though making the 
most natural suggestion in the world: 

‘Have you ever thought about escaping and trying to 
climb it?’ 

‘If they would feed us on beefsteak,’ he answered laughing, 
‘we might consider it,’ 
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I pressed him to express his point of view and he carried 
on by saying that in our condition of under-nourishment it 
would be impossible to carry out the serious training which 
the climbing of such a difficult-looking peak would necessi¬ 
tate; that at high altitudes the craving for highly nourishing 
and variegated food was a well-known fact; that it would be 
impossible to get the necessary stocks of food and equipment 
and even more impossible to carry them up without porters. 
Anyhow good ropes, good crampons and good ice-axes were 
not available to prisoners. And so on. The word ‘impossible’ 
was his long suit. He concluded: ‘It looks tantalizing, I agree, 
but it would be sheer madness to think of it seriously. 5 

I broke off the conversation. We were speaking different 
languages. He was a realist and when all is said and done it 
was he who was right; I an incurable idealist or possibly a 
madman, as he had it. I realized then that I would find com¬ 
panions only among ‘madmen’ like myself. 

For a week or two I studied my companions from a 
‘Kenya’ point of view. I made confidential enquiries about 
anyone who claimed to have been a mountaineer. I could of 
course not ask openly: ‘Who would like to make up a party 
for climbing Kenya?’ 

It seemed hopeless. Those who appeared to have some of 
the essential qualifications lacked others. At last I confided 
my secret to Giovannino, an Alpini nco who had been in my 
unit in the Abyssinian War but who had been badly crippled 
in a motor-car accident in 1938 and was now in captivity as 
a civilian. He was an utterly reliable fellow and more than 
anything he regretted that with his lame leg he would never 
again be able to climb mountains. 

Together we prepared a list of indispensable tools and he 
put me on the track of a flag hidden in the camp, brought by 
a friend of his from Harar to Kenya. Above all we studied our 
companions and he became my confidential agent in investi¬ 
gations into the mountaineering records of prisoners. We 
were completely unsuccessful. 

Without abandoning what we called in fun ‘plan two 5 - to 
find a mountaineer - we were eventually successful with 
‘plan three’ - research aimed at finding a non-mountaineer 
to be ‘number three’ in the party. 



2 6 


THE MIRAGE 


We concentrated our attention on a Police Lieutenant who 
was a fairly good football player and who had earned a high 
reward for a gallant exploit with a small band of askaris in 
the rear of the enemy’s lines- No one doubted his out¬ 
standing courage and endurance, and he had the reputation 
of being extraordinarily lucky. 

I approached Mario, and opened my heart to him. He 
welcomed the prospect with enthusiasm. Being from the 
Abruzzi, the highest mountain region of the Apennines, he 
was a born mountaineer although he confessed to not having 
had any experience of actual rock-wall and ice climbing. He 
would very much have liked to join the ‘top-party’, but at 
last he agreed to be ‘third man’ and to serve at the base camp. 

Unfortunately he was unable to make any suggestions as 
to who might act as the second man we so badly needed. He 
would have to be a good mountaineer, a man of endurance, 
silent and reliable. After all I should have to link my life to his 
on the same rope. As I became better acquainted with Mario 
I realised too that our ‘second man’ should, if possible, be of 
a calm and reasoning temperament; because if Mario had a 
fault it was his over-enthusiasm. The ‘second man’ should, 
I thought, tend to counterbalance Mario’s character. 

With Mario I explored a rubbish heap situated near our one- 
mile walk near a sign-post marking the Equator. There one 
might find iron and aluminium scraps of every kind. 

We had decided to make our ice-axes from hammers, which 
we had so far not been able to ‘acquire’, and our crampons 
of material from this rubbish heap. Therefore we concen¬ 
trated our attention on the remnants of a motor-car running- 
board and pieces of mudguard which, little by little, we 
brought into the camp. A motor-car axle, we thought, would 
make a useful anvil as we had decided to make crampons by 
‘cold working’ the metal ourselves. 

What we needed badly was a cold chisel and a hammer 
which, together with the two hammers to be transformed into 
ice-axes, meant that we should have to find three hammers. 
We only needed two ice-axes, as the third man would not 
carry one. Indeed Ugo de Amicis states that ‘an ice-axe put 
into the hands of a would-be mountaineer often represents 
the only danger in a climb’. 
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At last an opportunity arose for getting what we needed. 

The minor works of maintenance in the pow Camps in 
Kenya were at this time carried out by Indian artisans, bare¬ 
footed chaps with dignified beards, whom I watched with 
particular interest. I soon discovered that during die lunch 
interval they left dieir tools in a store, the door of which was 
sometimes left open. 

It was an easy matter to enter the store one day, to collect 
two hammers - there were only two to be found - and a 
chisel, to conceal them in my shirt and to saunter off non¬ 
chalantly. It was the first theft I had so far committed and it 
seemed so marvellously easy that I wondered why the fruitful 
profession of thieving was not even more popular in the 
world. 

One hammer was transferred by night into Mario’s barrack 
and from thence to the pow blacksmith, an old acquaintance 
of Mario’s, who transformed it on his forge into an ice-axe 
resembling a rough sketch I had drawn for him. We could not 
start making the crampons immediately as we had till then 
found no suitable room in which to work undisturbed. 

Time passed quickly. The end of July had arrived, and 
with it several cloudless days on Mount Kenya. The sight we 
enjoyed every day was grand. We already knew every feature 
of the rocks and glaciers on the north and north-west faces, 
and every gap in the cockscomb ridges had been investigated 
by studying the trail of shifting clouds. It looked as though 
it would be difficult, very difficult, to find a route up there, 
but for all we knew the other faces might prove to be even 
more difficult. 

We had considered the possibility of a flag, exposed to 
the heavy blizzards raging on the peak, not surviving for 
more than a few weeks or perhaps days. Accordingly I con¬ 
cocted a message to be left in a bottle at the foot of the flag¬ 
pole. 

I bought with cigarettes unwanted fragments of bread with 
which I increased my rations, and I followed a detailed routine 
of daily exercise. Mario carried on playing football and walk¬ 
ing. We avoided being seen together and met only by night. 
It was good fun. 
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The stores we collected piecemeal accumulated steadily 
under our bunks. We had decided to start in September, as 
soon as the rains stopped, if our tools were ready and pro¬ 
vided that by then we had found our ‘second man’. 

At about this time - the end of July -1 was transferred to 
a newly enlarged compound and it became more difficult to 
meet Mario. I was able to see him only during the day, for 
at night the compounds were shut off from one another. My 
contacts with him therefore lessened. 

In my new barrack I met a doctor whom I had not noticed 
before as he lived very much on his own, being intimate with 
few people. 

One day someone, I do not remember who, brought into 
our barrack a book which gave me a few bits of precious 
information about Mount Kenya. It was Father F. Cagnolo’s 
work The Akikuyu dealing with the folklore and the country 
of the Kikuyu, a native tribe occupying land in the central 
Kenya highlands and as far to the north as the western 
slopes of the mountain. 

The most interesting items I learnt from the book itself 
and from its map (scale I centimetre ■» 80 kilometres) were 
the following: 

1. The great pedestal on which are based the highest 
peaks has an average radius of some 20 miles. That, more or 
less, was die distance as the crow flies that we should have to 
cover when escaping first through farmland and then through 
thick forest, before starting the actual climb of the peak. In 
these 20 miles we should have to ascend some 11,000 feet. 

2. The peaks mentioned in the book were two: Batian 
(17,040 ft.), the higher, was the one we could see from the 
camp; and Lenana (16,300 ft.) lower and invisible from 
354 Camp, being covered by Batian. 

3. On the attached map only one route was shown through 
the forest towards the peaks. It started from Chogoria on 
the eastern slopes, just opposite Nanyuki. This route had 
been taken by some Italian fathers of the Consolata Mission 
at Nyeri who on January 31st, 1933, had climbed Lenana and 
had there left a cross, the gift of the Pope to the Mission. 

The reason why the Fathers had erected the cross on 
Lenana instead of on Batian -was not mentioned in die book ? 
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but it seemed to me to be obvious enough; Batian was far 
more difficult to climb than Lenana. This supposition was 
confirmed by a photograph in the book which showed Lenana 
and Batian from the east. The slopes of Lenana were gentle, 
although even an easy climb would prove extremely tiring 
at that height on the Equator. Batian on the other hand was 
a huge compact rock wall, seemingly more impregnable than 
the Nanyuki face. 

I decided that we should attempt Batian, but that in the 
event of failing in our main programme we should ‘do’ 
Lenana. 

4. The map showed the sources of a number of rivers 
arising from the glaciers of Kenya, diverging like spokes of a 
wheel from the hub. One of these, the Tana, was one of the 
most important rivers of East Africa. The scale of the map 
was too small to show whether the river Nanyuki, bearing 
the same name as that of the village near our camp, actually 
rose in the glaciers near the summit of the mountain; but it 
seemed to me that this was very probable. 

As we should not be able to use known paths during our 
ascent, I thought it would be worth trying to follow the river 
Nanyuki upstream toward its source. The route might be 
long but by adopting this plan we should at least avoid the 
main headache of escapees in Africa - the necessity of finding 
water. 

5. The main rains in this part of East Africa lasted from 
the end of April to the beginning of September; the short 
rains from the beginning of November to the end of Decem¬ 
ber. That was why the Fathers had chosen January for their 
ascent of Lenana. 

It seemed reasonable to follow their example and to alter 
our plan accordingly. This would allow us six months in 
which to perfect our equipment, the first insurance against 
complete failure. 

6. Many of the beliefs of the Akikuyu were connected with 
Mount Kenya. This of course did not affect the programme 
of our proposed trip but it was, to me at least, very interest¬ 
ing. The Kikuyu believe Mount Kenya to be the throne of 
God whose bed is made of a very fine white powder called 
‘ira’—the snow. "White is therefore the ‘sacred’ colour used 
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by medicine men when adorning themselves on ceremonial 
occasions and by children during initiation ceremonies. 

I observed that my new barrack mate, Giu&n the doctor, 
displayed a great interest in the book and above all in the 
photographs of Mount Kenya. 

While I was making a copy of one showing Lenana and 
Batian from the east, we started talking about mountaineering. 
Little by little I began to realise that Giuan might be the man 
I had so far sought in vain. 

I spoke to him about our plan and with extreme interest I 
observed his reactions. Unlike Mario he displayed no extrava¬ 
gant enthusiasm at first; he merely asked searching questions 
about the details of the scheme. I did not press him to join us 
but, as I hoped, he himself a few days later led the conversa¬ 
tion round to his possible participation in the trip. I was 
greatly pleased and relieved, although at that time I did not 
realise just how lucky I had been in contacting him. I know 
now that not only had I found the best companion imagin¬ 
able for an adventure such as that which was in store for us, 
but also a friend for life. 

Together we studied the mountain again and again and he 
agreed that it would be a difficult climb. From the east it 
looked still worse, according to the photograph I had copied 
from Fr. Cagnolo’s book. The southern face remained 
unknown to us until we obtained information about it from a 
very strange source. 

We were accumulating from our rations and from those of 
other people as much food as possible. One day we were 
issued with tins of ‘Kenylon’ preserved meat and vegetable, 
not previously supplied to this camp. On each tin was 
gummed a label depicting as a trade mark a view of Mount 
Kenya from another aspect unknown to us. We guessed it 
could only represent die mountain from the south or more 
likely from the south-south-west. We were disappointed to 
see dial the peaks looked just as formidable from this new 
viewpoint, while there were even more glaciers than appeared 
on the northern slopes. 

We continued to train and to collect stores and equipment 
and at the same time we began to consider how we should 
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find our way to the Nanyuki River, which we proposed to 
follow till it led us to the glaciers. 

Once a month a party consisting of those in need of dental 
treatment was sent over to No. 359 Camp at Burguret, some 
20 miles from Nanyuki. I happened to be suffering from a 
bad tooth and as I wanted to have this attended to before 
escaping, I applied to be allowed to accompany the next 
party. 

I was put into an open lorry with several other people and 
an escort and off we went. During the whole trip I studied 
the landscape carefully and tried to memorize the main land¬ 
marks. I was even able to plan out an escape-route from our 
camp to the edge of the forest. 

At Burguret Camp, while awaiting my turn in the dentist's 
torture seat, I met a few fellows I had known before and I 
questioned them about the forest on the mountain, as Bur¬ 
guret Camp was closer to this than was Nanyuki Camp. 

The stories h heard made me shiver. Prisoners of war are 
notorious for distorting most plain facts and for inventing 
fairy-tales, but even after allowing for this it seemed that our 
progress through the forest would be a dreadful business. 
The gardens outside the camp, I gathered, had been visited 
several times by rhinoceros and buffalo. A fuel party of 
prisoners in the nearby forest had been attacked by a troop of 
elephants on transfer, and a prisoner who had been rash 
enough to approach them in order to see some baby elephants 
had been caught up by a mother, smashed against a tree and 
killed on the spot. 

A few days after my dental trip to Burguret an article was 
published in the East African Standard partially confirming 
the stories of the number of wild beasts to be found round 
Mount Kenya. 

The short report in the paper stated that an unnamed major 
had tried to reach the northern glaciers of the mountain with 
a view to taking photographs. With another officer he had set 
out from Brigands Retreat Rest Camp-which sounded 
sinister enough although no explanation was given - and had 
followed an eland track. By midday they had reached the 
snout of a glacier called Kolbe. There they were overtaken by 
a blizzard but managed to get back to their camp by 4 p.m. 
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on the same day. Although they had been accompanied by 
porters they were so tired that they slept for fourteen hours 
straight on end. During their absence the porters left at the 
camp had repulsed an attack by a herd of buffalo and had shot 
two of them. 

From the mountaineering point of view there was nothing 
in this report new to us except the fact that at this altitude 
even people accompanied by porters and living as free men 
became victims of exhaustion. Not a pleasant prospect at all. 
But what we liked less was the story of the buffaloes. We did 
not want to meet them, as buffaloes are classed by many 
experienced sportsmen as being among the most dangerous of 
the African big game animals. In a later report (Hugh Copley, 
The Game Animals of East Africa, 1944, p. 6), I read that on 
the slopes of Mount Kenya a buffalo after a hard struggle had 
even killed a lion, reputed to be the king of animals. As a 
matter of fact in Western Abyssinia the Galla esteem a man 
who has killed a buffalo more than one who has killed a lion, 
and the tombs of their chiefs and famous hunters are adorned 
with buffalo trophies only. 

No, the prospect of meeting buffaloes was not at all invit¬ 
ing, since we should be wholly unarmed. 

In October there arrived in our camp a copy of the East 
Africa Annual , 1942-3. In it we were delighted to find an 
article written by Lt.-Col. C. H. Stockley which at last cast 
light on some features of the mountain we intended to ascend, 
ft contained extremely useful information about the vegeta¬ 
tion and fauna of these regions, and particularly about the 
flora-zones which we reckoned would enable us to estimate 
approximately what altitude we had reached from time to 
time: 

‘The violent storms which cover Mount Kenya’s crags and 
barren screes widi snow, drench open moors below the 
I5,ooo-foot mark; these are covered with great tufts of coarse 
grass which make walking just toil and misery, and which 
become four-foot solid lumps of roots and earth by the time 
that die tree line is reached. The moors are dotted with six- 
foot Giant Lobelias and still taller Giant Groundsels of several 
species, while at their lower edge comes a 500-foot zone of 
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Giant Heather, up to fifteen foot high, containing clumps of 
six-foot everlastings. This belt of headier is the same as that 
from which briar pipes are made in Europe, but for some 
obscure reason the roots are here commercially valueless. 

‘Below the heather is a i,ooo-foot belt of bamboo, then 
come the lovely camphor trees and, below, the cedars, with 
other forest trees whose undergrowth includes a six-foot 
nettle which is the champion vegetable pain producer if sat 
on I know. 

‘Why Mount Kenya should produce such a profusion of 
exaggerated growths I do not know, though I have been told 
that they are the result of tropical light rays at high altitude - 
which leaves me just as ignorant as before. 

. Of the largest beasts buffalo go to 14,000 feet on 
Mount Kenya, while the rhino likes lying up in the Giant 
Heather. When camped at the top of the tree line at 11,000 
feet a herd of twenty-five elephant spent an afternoon feeding 
on the opposite slope just across a little valley. In the morning 
they were still there, standing in an open grassy hollow which 
was white with frost: an incongruous sight, for elephants 
and frost do not go together.’ 

A few days later, idly running through the advertisements 
of the East African Standard I noticed one which gave me 
further food for thought: 

RHINO LOOKOUT MINIATURE TREE HOTEL IN MOUNT KENYA 
FOREST. RECOHDS DIFFERENT NIGHTS: THIRTY ELEPHANT, 
FIVE RHINO, FORTY BUFFALO. BEST TIME NEAR FULL MOON. 

. . . NANYUKI. 

One would look in vain for an advertisement of this nature 
in a European newspaper! 

On the whole it seemed to us that the stories told by the 
Burguret Camp prisoners I had interviewed were not entirely 
without foundation and that the most dangerous part of our 
trip would probably be in the forest zone. 

At about this time a friend of mine, Carlo, an ex-provincial 
Commissioner from Abyssinia who had been allotted a small 
room to himself in our camp, allowed us to use his cubby¬ 
hole so that we might make our crampons in privacy. To 
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those who enquired about the strange hammering noises, he 
would explain that we were working on a secret wireless set. 

In the meanwhile I had confided my secret to Umberto, 
who had been my close companion since the first day of our 
captivity and who had drawn my attention to Mount Kenya 
on that May morning which now seemed so long ago. He had 
at one time been a good mountaineer, but owing to his poor 
state of health I had never considered him as a possible 
partner. As he was of a mechanical turn of mind and was also 
utterly reliable I thought that his assistance might prove to 
be invaluable to us. 

I have already related how Mario and I collected steel from 
the mudguards and running-board of a scrapped motor-car on 
the rubbish heap outside the camp. I had also ‘acquired’ two 
half-inch steel bars from a consignment which had been 
brought to the camp for use in the concrete cover of a bakery 
oven. Hammer and chisel were at hand. Files and drills could 
be borrowed at the cost of a few cigarettes per evening from 
a man who had started making cigarette lighters in the camp. 

Umberto and I started working on two pairs of crampons. 
With the cold chisel we cut four large and four small x- 
shaped plates from the steel sheets, the larger to be put under 
the soles and the smaller under the heels of our climbing 
boots. At the end of each arm of these x’s we drilled a hole: 




The work was not performed without accidents. Twice we 
broke a drill and it needed all my powers of persuasion to 
induce the owner to lend us his third and last. 

Another accident might have had more serious conse¬ 
quences: a tiny splinter of steel got into Umberto’s left eye 
and I had to accompany him at once to the camp-hospital to 
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have it removed. Inflammation of the iris followed and 
Umberto had to stop working for ten days. I do not know if 
anyone else would have carried on working at our crampons 
after this accident; it seemed to me only logical that after 
such an experience a man not actively interested in our 
expedition would have been justified in consigning Giukn 
and me and the crampons to hell. Umberto did no such thing. 
As soon as his eye stopped paining him and as soon as he 
had recovered his normal sight he started afresh. 

During Umberto’s absence I had prepared thirty-six spikes 
- one for each of the holes we had drilled in the arms of the 
x’s - and had filed down the head of each spike as shown in 
the diagram (a). 



Thus as soon as Umberto was able to work again we were 
able to assemble die various parts. The spikes were ham¬ 
mered cold into their holes and the ends of the arms were bent 
in order to take the connecting rings (diagram b). These I 
had cut from the wires of the fences after removing the barbs. 
It was very appropriate - we remarked - that the same 
barbed-wire fences which enclosed us should provide material 
to be used during our escape. 

Finally we fitted the rings, one to each arm of the x’s and 
one to connect the sole and heel sections. 



Through the rings we passed the laces which would fasten 
the crampons to our climbing boots. The crampons had been 
made to fit our boots exactly and everything went according 
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to plan. We were so proud of our work that we regretted not 
being able to exhibit these masterpieces round the camp. 

Prisoners of war count vanity among their other faults. 

One day, while I was at the tailor’s barrack having a fitting 
of the climbing suit which was being made for me from two 
blankets, a prisoner came in and shouted: 

‘They’ve all been caught. They are all in the cells now.’ 

‘Who?’ I asked, as 1 did not know of anyone who had 
escaped in the past few days. 

‘Mario and his crowd.’ 

‘Mario 1 ’ I exclaimed, believing myself to be dreaming. 

I soon learnt what had happened. 

The previous night ten people had sent a messenger to 
Mario asking him if he would like to escape with them. They 
alleged that ten miles from the camp a lorry was waiting for 
them which would take them to Mogadiscio. Mario agreed 
and went off with them. 

The party of eleven marched throughout the night. At 
dawn they stopped near a rivulet in order to have a drink and 
to await the evening before proceeding. They told Mario 
that the story of the lorry was an invention, and that they 
had ‘kidnapped’ him in order to include in the party a leader 
experienced in bush-craft, but the whole story is not too clear 
to me even to-day. At about 8 a.m. they discovered that they 
had selected for their bivouac a spot just below a slope on 
which a unit of K.A.R. was encamped. They tried to move off, 
rather a difficult matter for such a big party. One of the last of 
them made too much noise and attracted the attention of an 
askari who had come down to the rivulet to fetch water. The 
askari called up some of his fellows and investigated. To cut 
a long and foolish story short, by ten o’clock Mario and his 
eleven companions were back at the camp. 

I was mad with anger. How could Mario have believed die 
story of the lorry? Why had he decided in a matter of minutes 
to let me down and to go with people he hardly knew by 
sight? 

On the following day, when I saw him taking his hour’s 
exercise in the cell compound he signalled to me from afar. 
At first I ignored him but later I approached the wire. He 
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apologised, telling me that the prospect of gaining complete 
freedom in Somalia had proved too great a temptation as it 
would have been far better than a mere trip up the mountain 
with the certainty of punishment on our return to camp. 

It was no use crying over spilt milk and I asked: 

‘Do you want anything?’ 

‘No, thank you.’ 

‘How many days have you got?’ 

‘Twenty-eight.’ 

‘Would you like a book?’ 

‘No thank you. I already have something to read. A. friend 
sent me Leo Pollini’s Sapri; the Tragic Expedition.’ 

When Mario was returned to his compound he avoided 
answering my questions about the truck which was to have 
taken him to Mogadiscio. I think he repented of having con¬ 
sented to being kidnapped and elected leader of his ‘tragic 
expedition’ party. 

Well, at any rate he had not taken away any of the stores 
which he had collected for Mount Kenya, he had shown a pro¬ 
nounced spirit of adventure - too pronounced in my opinion 
- and last but not least he was now striving to make us forget 
his peccadillo by working harder for us than ever before. In 
a few days’ time he produced two workmanlike iron-shod 
handles for ice-axes and three iron-pointed staves, two to be 
used as tent poles and the third for the flag. 

One evening when ail the human inhabitants of my barrack 
had gone to a theatrical performance in another compound 
Umberto and I fixed the ice-axe, made from the hammer, to 
its handle. 

iron _ 

-< 

let a»* 
to haitdlft 

In order to avoid arousing suspicions we had asked Giu&i 
to go to the theatre. 

To be perfectly honest, there were occasions when the 
thought of our impending adventure made me frightened. 
Sometimes, returning late to my barrack on a cold and rainy 
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night, I thought what it would be like lying out in the dark 
wet forest, dead tired, exhausted by hunger, drenched to the 
bone, in imminent danger of being attacked by wild beasts. 
That prospect I compared with the warm blankets in my 
bunk, the familiar oil-lamp and die good book I was now 
preparing to read. 

At such moments it was the thought of the security offered 
by a regular even though an unpleasant life, the spirit which 
dooms the canary bird to its cage-existence, a natural ten¬ 
dency to follow the line of least resistance, that predominated. 

On the other hand, standing in the ranks at morning roll- 
call and seeing Batian beckoning me with its shimmering 
glaciers, I sometimes felt like running away on die spot, to 
seek and to meet adventure halfway. 

We poor mortals are made like this, a mixture of contrasts, 
shade and light, fears and exaltations. 

Listening to the platitudes of prisoners talking I sometimes 
felt that I could not understand them any more. At other 
times I felt only pity that they should be content to endure 
this stagnating life without having in mind a project like ours. 

Christmas arrived, our second Christmas inside barbed 
wire, and with it the December full-moon. By the aid of the 
January full-moon we should escape and make for the river. 

I had received a few parcels I had asked for eight months 
before, and had sold or exchanged everything I did not need 
for the trip. What we were taking had been carefully stored 
away. 

The season had brought glorious weather. A fresh breeze 
blew from morning to night and for whole long days Mount 
Kenya was without a single cloud. I suspected sometimes that 
we were wasting the best climbing season. 

In the large square of Compound c an altar had been erected. 
It was adorned with flags and green branches. Two powerful 
lamps shed a homely, gentle light on the scene of the Mid¬ 
night Mass. 

The crowd of thousands of people watched silently. An 
orchestra of instruments made from biscuit cases played Han¬ 
del’s Largo, Schubert’s and Gounod’s Ave Maria. 
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During the communion it happened that all three of us, 
Giuan, Mario and I, found ourselves kneeling close together 
although no one of us had known that the others were going 
to attend the Midnight Mass. 

It seemed a good omen. 

WANTED.’ THIRD MAN FOR TRIP TO KENYA MOUNTAIN BORDER 

We had decided to escape on Sunday January the 24th 
but on New Year’s Day we suffered a shock which almost 
caused us to cancel the whole expedition. An order was given 
to the effect that Police Officers would in future be con¬ 
sidered as military and not as civilian personnel and that they 
should therefore leave at eight hours’ notice for Eldoret 
Camp. 

I asked Mario, who was gloomily preparing his kit for the 
transfer, to send someone else to Eldoret under his name. 
Things like this had been done often enough and sometimes 
it was possible to buy a substitute for cigarettes to the value 
of thirty shillings or two pounds. But Mario answered that it 
would not work. Since his October escape, he was known 
personally to the British Compound Officer. 

‘You see,’ I remarked pathetically, ‘ that on account of that 
silly escapade you have really spoilt everything.’ 

Mario bent his head, handed over the stores he had had in 
charge, including the second ice-axe which had been ready 
the day before, and joined the party due for transfer. 

Giu&n and I, left behind twenty-four days from the sche¬ 
duled day, with stores and equipment ready, were at a com¬ 
plete loss to find a substitute for Mario. 

There was a notice-board where the strangest appeals were 
wont to appear: 

‘Lost this morning at Camp A showers, toothbrush in a tin 
mug. Please keep mug and hand toothbrush to the owner, So 
and So, barrack number So and So.’ 

Or: ‘Lost yesterday a towel which apparently flew away 
from the drying rope near barrack 23. Twenty cigarettes re¬ 
ward.' 

Or: ‘Should like to swap military jacket and trousers in 
fairly good condition with new civilian suit.’ (Close to this 
notice a wag had put the following: ‘Should like to swap 
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handkerchief in fairly good condition with St. Peter’s 
Cathedral.’) 

We could have put on the board: ‘Wanted third man for 
trip to Kenya Mountain.’ Probably nobody would have be¬ 
lieved that we were really preparing for this, but if suspicions 
really were aroused everything would have been spoilt for 
us. 

Again I resolved to apply for help to Giovannino, the lame 
ex-NCO. We held a long conference and reviewed barrack after 
barrack of his compound, but once again those who seemed 
to have certain qualifications lacked other essential ones. 

Days passed. At last on January the 5th Giovannino sent a 
chit to my barrack: 

‘Please come with the doctor and have tea to-day soon 
after the wireless transmission.’ 

We went. Rarely in my life have I looked forward to a tea- 
party with more eagerness than on this occasion. 

While Giovannino poured out the tea in our tin mugs (at 
camp tea-parties each man brought with him his own mug, 
spoon and sugar) I quietly studied the two other fellows he 
had asked. They looked fine, too fine. I wondered where we 
could find the food with which to maintain their athletic bodies 
without raiding the Quartermaster stores of the camp. 

Giovannino passed the mug first to the one sitting near the 
window at the head of his bunk. As we had previously agreed, 
this was a sign meaning that he was to be considered as ‘the 
man’. 

What is your favourite sport?’ I asked, starting the con¬ 
versation. 

‘Boxing.’ 

I shivered. ‘Weight?’ I asked. 

‘Middle-heavy,’ he stated proudly and sipped his tea. 

His companion declared: ‘He was champion of Eritrea at his 
weight.’ 

‘Our poor stores!’ I was thinking. 

I carried on putting insidious questions. ‘He’ was twenty- 
eight years old, shoemaker by trade, had been bom in an 
Alpine valley of Veneto and had served in an Alpini regiment. 

‘As a shoemaker my speciality is climbing-boots,’ he de¬ 
clared, and I thought that Giovannino could not have been 
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more clever. To have found a doctor who could look after 
our health was a good idea, but to take on as a third man a 
fellow who would be in charge of the health of our boots was 
the acme of good organisation. 

We talked of sport. The man was training for a boxing 
competition to be held in March by the Welfare Section of 
the camp. He complained of being chronically hungry, al¬ 
though, being the compound-shoemaker, he was drawing 
‘worker’s rations’ instead of the normal prisoner’s rations. 

After tea Giovannino held him up with an excuse, while the 
other chap went off without, I firmly believe, having noticed 
that in the meantime the destiny of his friend had been thought 
over and decided. 

Giovannino kept guard at the barrack door. I whispered 
to Giuan, 

‘Well?’ 

‘Failing anyone better. . . .’ 

‘O.K. 1 shall speak to him.’ 

While Giukn and Giovannino pretended to be busy looking 
at a book, I threw my bombshell at the unsuspecting shoe¬ 
maker. He bore the assault with a fortitude worthy of the 
best traditions of the ring. He agreed to come with us. He 
was ready to swear an oath that he would keep our plan secret 
and tell no one of our escape plan. He told us he had only the 
rags he was wearing and that he had not a penny. We should 
have to supply him with everything. True, we had Mario’s 
stores left, but they consisted of food-stuffs only. They in¬ 
cluded no clothing and, of course, no shoes. 

‘All right,’ I said, ‘we shall find everything for you. Come 
to my barrack to-morrow morning and we shall make to¬ 
gether a list of what you need. Thank you very much, and, 
above all, keep silent.’ 

We had to run to our compound for it was roll-call time. 

The next morning, as soon as the compounds were opened 
I saw with dismay die limping figure of the good Giovannino 
entering the gate. His whole attitude was eloquent of defeat. 

‘The shoemaker?’ I asked as soon as we were alone. 

‘Gone,’ he said, in the tragic tone one might use to an¬ 
nounce the death of a dear friend. 

‘Gone where? Speak, manl’ 
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In his colourful Venetian slang Giovannino explained that 
the shoemaker had sent him, not daring to come himself, in 
order to tell us that he had ‘thought it over’. 

‘But why on earth? Couldn’t he have said at the time: 
“Sorry, I can’t”?’ 

‘He says that he has too many shoes to repair.’ 

‘Did he get them during the night?’ 

‘. . . and a foot which pains him.’ 

‘But not when boxing!’ 

‘You know what some people are like,’ he concluded, dis¬ 
tressed at having put us on to a false track. 

I assured him that it was not his fault and that we were 
looking forward to another tea-party, that he should continue 
his investigations and that his efforts were very much appre¬ 
ciated. Poor Giovannino, he was as upset as if he were him¬ 
self to blame for having spoilt our plans. 

Days passed uneventfully. 

Giuikn and I were already debating whether to postpone 
the date of our departure, or whether it would be better for the 
two of us to make the attempt by ourselves. We seemed to 
be as far as ever from enlisting the support of a third man. 

During this time we obtained further evidence to the effect 
that Kenya was a very difficult mountain to climb. 

In a Christmas parcel a friend of ours had been sent a book 
published in 1942, Scalatori , containing a selection from 
accounts of some classic climbs made by Italian mountaineers. 
Among these was an extract from the story of the first ascent 
of Mont Blanc via Brouillard Ridge, made in 1902 by the 
brothers G. F. and G. B. Gugliermina accompanied by the 
guide Joseph Brocherel. In his report G, Gugliermina related 
how Brocherel, arriving at a particularly difficult pitch of ice- 
covered rock, exclaimed: 

‘This is worse than Kenya.’ 

And that, unfortunately, was all he did say. 

What a pity it is that Alpine guides are men of so few 
words! 

While Giovannino continued his efforts to find someone to 
invite to a tea-party, I fired a shot in the dark by approaching 
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a prisoner who had at least two qualifications - physical 
fitness and a lot of money - because he was a ‘Red October’ 
man. 

This last statement needs some explanation as it refers to 
military and political matters which I have tried to avoid in 
this book, but which I must touch on briefly here, above all 
in order to explain die presence of some strange items in the 
kit of some of our fellow prisoners at that time. 

The artisans of one of the great repair-shops of Addis 
Ababa had volunteered to be transferred by the occupation 
authorities to a place in or near Nairobi where they carried 
on working for the British army. There they enjoyed a 
certain degree of freedom and far better rations than those in 
the pow camps. I doubt whether they had even been searched. 
They were of course regarded by other prisoners as traitors 
or little less than that. 

In the summer of ’42 as Axis troops pushed on as far as 
Stalingrad and El-Alamein, a hundred of these workers de¬ 
cided that it would be safer for them to be in a regular pow 
camp, and they were accordingly transferred to the Camp of 
Civilian Prisoners of War at Nanyuki. Again, either they 
were not searched or the searchers were very lenient. 

They had luxurious kit and a great deal of money. In 
order to avoid incidents with prisoners who since the occu¬ 
pation of Ethiopia had lived inside barbed wire, they were 
put into a barrack of their own which was immediately named 
‘Red October’, after the famous factory at Stalingrad, strong¬ 
hold of Soviet resistance. The men were commonly known 
as ‘Red October people’. 

How far their behaviour had been dictated by political 
feelings, as some of them claimed, I cannot say. Possibly they 
masked their desire to live well under a cloak of political 
ideals, but as I never talked politics with the few of them I 
met, I do not know. 

One of them, a young mechanic in a splendid leather jacket 
whom I had known since his arrival as he was a good foot¬ 
baller, was my victim. 

After having discussed the matter with Giuan I spoke to 
this man one evening and he agreed to come with us. He 
had almost everything, a rucksack, woollen underclothing, a 
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torch and so on. He lacked only boots but was ready to buy 
these with his own money. 

The next morning the ‘Red October’ mechanic came into 
my barrack early with a sulky look on his face which spoke 
volumes. 

He had not told me the day before —he explained — that 
he had already given his word to some of his companions to 
escape with them to Italian Somaliland where they hoped to be 
able to live under false identity. He had hoped that they would 
release him from his promise - he carried on explaining - 
but they had refused to do so. Now he was sorry, very sorry 
indeed, but he simply could not let down his companions. 

I answered comparing him with a certain shoemaker and 
boxer of my acquaintance who, having considered the dangers 
of a trip to Mount Kenya, had found similar excuses. The 
mechanic, perhaps a little offended by the comparison, said 
that in order to prove his good will he was ready to help us in 
every way. He was willing to give us financial aid to the 
extent of several hundred shillings and to lend us any items 
in his own or his friends’ equipment that we might need. 

We refused his financial aid immediately but said that we 
should be pleased to borrow equipment offered as a proof of 
his honest intentions, and we asked what sort of equipment 
was available from ‘Red October’. 

‘My leather jacket,’ he offered first. 

‘No thank you, we have clothing enough.’ 

‘A few woollen jerseys.’ 

We refused these too. Then he became mysterious and 
whispered; 

‘I could find you a 9 mm. revolver and a pair of binoculars.’ 

Here we stopped our ‘No, thank you’s’ and asked for a 
few hours’ time to consider the matter. 

Both Giu&n and I agreed on the spot that we did not want 
the revolver even though there was, as the ‘Red October’ 
man had put it, ‘plenty of ammo’. The reasons for our refusal 
were many: 

1. AgainsL lion and leopard, not to mention buffalo, rhino 
or elephant, a revolver was practically useless. One should 
carry a rifle or nothing. 
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2. We were not proposing to escape in order to regain our 
freedom permanently. Our idea was to come back and to live 
again as prisoners. Therefore it would be foolish to use a 
revolver against patrols. Such an act would lead us into far 
more serious trouble than a mere twenty-eight days’ confine¬ 
ment to cells. 

3. If we carried a revolver we might perhaps behave in a 
more foolhardy manner than we should without arms. Thus 
we might find ourselves in greater danger than would be the 
case if we simply marched with ordinary prudence. 

We decided, however, to accept the offer of the binoculars 
and they were brought to us the same day. They proved to 
be Zeiss glasses with a magnification of six, in very fair con¬ 
dition. After the trip I gave them back to the owner who 
incidentally never tried to escape to Italian Somaliland at all. 
On the contrary he with the other ‘Red October people’ 
shortly afterwards started working in the Nairobi workshop 
again. By then Tripoli had fallen. 

We could not be certain then whether the binoculars would 
prove useful or not on the trip, but on the assumption that we 
had secured a sort of magic key we were eager to look at the 
mountain through them. One chief difficulty was to find a 
place where we could use them in peace. 

At last I managed to shut myself inside the office of the 
British Compound Officer while he was having lunch. I cut 
holes in the hessian wall of the room and focused. 

What a thrill it was to see the Mountain of Mystery mag¬ 
nified six times! It appeared the embodiment of beauty, the- 
smallest ice-colours glistening in the midday sun. Outstand¬ 
ing were Heim and Forel glaciers, seemingly hanging on the 
west wall. 

I had a great time examining and sketching the scene. 

There again ensued an uneventful period. Not even the 
shadow of a third man was to be found. Giovannino gave 
another tea-party attended by a nondescript clerk, twenty- 
nine years old, who had climbed - as he alleged - a few peaks 
in the Western Alps, but after a short, desultory conversation 
I realised that he was by no means the man we sought. 

We had already agreed that the two of us should make the 
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attempt, -when, seven days before the start, Giuan decided, 
as I had, to make a shot in the dark. His victim was an old 
friend of his, whom we had never considered as a possible 
candidate because he was not an athlete nor did he seem to 
be in hard condition. He had never climbed a mountain in his 
life. The only reason why we decided to try him was because 
he was universally thought to be mad as a hatter, and mad 
people were what we needed. 

Giu£n anyhow shot and secured a hit. 

When I too spoke to him I noticed his sincere enthusiasm, 
but I was not at all sure how long this would last. 

‘I think it will last,’ said Giuan, who knew the fellow. And 
right he was. 

Enzo was thirty-five years old, married, a fairly good 
bridge player and a very heavy smoker. As it turned out 
Enzo did not let us down. His endurance, his wit, his true 
camaraderie can never be praised enough. His health proved 
to be a serious handicap, but the memory of his cheerful 
presence remains one of the most pleasant souvenirs of the 
whole trip. 

As it would have been impossible to break in a pair of new 
boots in seven days without getting blisters he had hobnails 
put on to the soles of a pair of his town shoes and sewed 
himself a pair of high gaiters out of a piece of yellow tarpaulin. 

He got hold of an axe and a small knife, and managed to 
'acquire’ from somewhere one of those big bush-knives called 
in East Africa ‘panga’ and used in the camps for cutting the 
grass along the barbed-wire fences. He made mitts, a cap and 
many other articles. In seven days he performed a miracle of 
organization. 

By the evening of January the 23rd we were ready. Only 
the morrow existed for us. The present seemed irrelevant, 
absurd. We had won the first round against time. 

The matter of getting out had been considered by us with 
no less care than that given to any other point in the organiza¬ 
tion of the trip. 

It was not very difficult to escape from a pow camp in 
East Africa, far easier probably than from any camp in Europe. 
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On the other hand in Europe an escaped prisoner was not 
unduly conspicuous among the indigenous white-skinned 
population, road and rail facilities were far better and the 
distances to cover in order to get, for instance, from any 
point in Italy to the nearest neutral country, Switzerland, 
were far smaller. 

In East Africa the situation was reversed. It was extremely 
difficult to travel anywhere in a huge country where the 
European population before the war numbered less than 
twenty thousand, and where a white man walking along with 
a rucksack was as easily recognisable as an escaped prisoner 
as though he were labelled ‘Escaped row’. 

The authorities knew this as well as we did. 

The camps in East Africa were guarded by African troops. 
This was both a handicap and an advantage to the prisoners. 
Black sentries do not behave as white ones would; they have 
quite different reactions and a quite different sense of responsi¬ 
bility. Sad accidents such as happened in pow camps in East 
Africa would have been avoided by European sentries, who 
would have made life inside the fences less dangerous and 
escape far more difficult than it was. 

The African sentries were often easy to bribe with a few 
hundred cigarettes, a bottle of camp-made brandy or a hand¬ 
ful of coins. I know of instances when they even helped escap¬ 
ing prisoners to raise the wires in order to allow them to 
pass through without getting entangled in the barbs. With 
European sentries the plan we adopted of marching out of 
the camp gate at midday would never have worked. 

We rejected the easy way of bribing the sentry not only 
because it was a low method of escaping but also because it 
was not always safe. By chance we might have tried to bribe 
an honest African! Thus we decided upon a scheme which 
would leave no doubt in the African mind about die legality 
of our behaviour - to open the gate leading from the com¬ 
pound to the vegetable gardens by means of a false key when 
the British staff were having lunch. 

When I first became acquainted with Giuki he had just 
been given a plot thirty feet square where he grew tomatoes 
and other vegetables and on which he had been allowed to 
build a little tool-shed where he could rest during the heat of 
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the day- Inside this shed we dug a hole three feet deep in 
which we intended gradually to accumulate our equipment. 
Later we noticed a few white ants inside the shed so that we 
gave up the idea and simply hid our things in our tomato 
beds. There was one tomato Led for Giuan’s equipment, one 
for Enzo’s and one for mine. Even at night we could get at 
everything in good order. We inspected our cache regularly. 
The white ants seemed to despise our stores and concentrated 
their attention on the wooden poles of the shed. As it was 
now the dry season we had no fear of a heavy shower drench¬ 
ing our buried treasures. 

The key of the gate we intended to use was kept by the 
British Compound Officer. He opened the gate for any 
prisoner who produced a ‘vegetable garden pass’. When the 
officer was not on duty tire gate was watched by the sentry 
on the nearest watch tower. The sentries were accustomed 
to seeing prisoners opening the gate themselves and going 
out into the gardens as sometimes the British Compound 
Officer even passed the key to a prisoner to open the gate for 
himself. 

The problem was to prepare a key with which to open the 
gate as soon as the British Officer in charge went off to have 
his lunch on Sunday, January the 24th. We chose a Sunday 
because there was no roll call in the afternoon on that day. 

It took us months to get this key made. 

First I had to get an imprint of the key and I waited for 
weeks before I found an opportunity of doing so. At last 
one day when the British Compound Officer was busy else¬ 
where in the compound and had left the keys on his table, I 
entered the office and made several good imprints on pieces 
of tar. 

A mechanic cut a key for us from the pattern of those 
imprints. This man was not the ‘Red October 5 man men¬ 
tioned previously. I had known him before our captivity. He 
never asked me why I wanted him to make this key - he was 
a ‘walking miracle 5 of a prisoner of war. 

When the time came to test the key I felt considerable 
emotion. It was a calm Sunday afternoon and there were 
neither British staff nor prisoners in sight. I leaned nonchal¬ 
antly against the gate, manoeuvring the key with my right 
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hand which was hidden by my left elbow. I watched the 
sentry closely, ready to throw myself down in order to avoid 
the bullet if he should show any sign of becoming suspicious 
and opening fire. It was thrilling. 

The sentry did not move; but neither did the key. 

I sweated. I almost broke the key in the keyhole. It would 
not work. I had an idea that the teeth were too long. 

The mechanic shortened them by a millimetre and I tried 
my luck again. I was just as unsuccessful and the sentry was 
just as absent-minded. One way and another I had plenty of 
excitement out of that key. 

After four or five attempts, spread over a period of months, 
I at last had the brilliant idea of oiling the key. "When next I 
put it into the keyhole I heard and felt with blissful satis¬ 
faction the ‘click’ of a complete revolution. The key had 
worked. And it worked again when I locked the gate moving 
the key the other way round. The sentry watched me casu¬ 
ally. Little did he realise the triumph I felt at that moment. 

The great day, Sunday January the 24th, had arrived. Our 
kit was outside. Ice-axes, tent and flagpoles had been brought 
out concealed in bundles of bamboo to be used in fencing the 
vegetable gardens. 

At 12.05 hours the British Compound Officer went off. 
At this hour the prisoners in the compound were all having 
lunch. 

Umberto approached the gate with the key in his hand. 
He was dressed, as a precaution, in khaki shirt, shorts and 
stockings. By chance he was about the same height as the 
BCO- If the sentry had not noticed the bco walking off, he 
would probably mistake Umberto for him. Had he, on the 
contrary, seen the bco walking off. . . well we had to take 
this risk. 

‘Come on! Quick!’ Umberto shouted in English to three 
fellows dressed in prison clothing and carrying shovels. He 
opened die gate. The key worked splendidly. 

Out marched the three prisoners. Umberto closed die 
gate, locked it and went off. 

We disappeared into the vegetable gardens. It had been 
so easy that we could hardly believe that we were out. We 
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had still to pass, in the evening, the outer border of the gar¬ 
dens which was supposed to be watched constantly by patrols, 
but the main job was done. 

We pretended to work in the gardens till one o’clock when 
the sentries were changed. Then we lay down in the shed and 
waited for evening. 

The wait seemed interminable. We had plenty to eat and 
gallons of water to drink, though of course we did not break 
into the stores to be taken on the trip. We had books to read 
and during our eight months of preparation we had been able 
to select the most suitable ones. I was reading Escaping Club, 
by the r.a.f. officer Evans, while Giu&n was immersed in 
Tanesini’s biography of the late Dolomite guide Tita Piaz, 
The Devil of the Dolomites. 

Enzo slept or pretended to be sleeping. His behaviour 
seemed odd, not only to me but also to Giuan, who at last 
asked: 

‘Don’t you feel well?’ 

At first Enzo maintained that there was nothing the matter 
with him but when Giuan took a thermometer out of his 
pocket he confessed to having had fever for the last two days. 
He had taken so much quinine that he heard, as he put it, ‘the 
whistles of a thousand station-masters’ but die thermometer 
showed that he still had a temperature of ioi°. 

‘Do you realise that a trip to Mount Kenya in your con¬ 
dition might mean death?’ said Giu&n. 

‘It’s all right. I have left my will in my barrack,’ answered 
Enzo. 

I smiled, thinking they were joking. But they were not, as 
I soon realised. 

Giuim went on: ‘You are old enough to make up your own 
mind. It is up to you to decide; both as a friend and as a 
doctor I advise you not to come with us.’ 

‘I have already made up my mind,’ Enzo answered. ‘I am 
coming.’ 

After 4 p.m. when it got cooler, Enzo fell asleep. 

‘What shall we do with him?’ I asked Giu&n. 

‘Well,’ he said, ‘either he will get better, or he will get 
worse and probably die. I think he will improve but we shall 
have to walk slowly to-night.’ 
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‘That is impossible,’ I urged, ‘at least until we have reached 
the forest.’ 

‘Well then, he’ll march. He will realise that if he does not 
it means that he will be left behind.’ 

Giu&n was right. Enzo marched. 

Night fell and we unearthed our treasures and packed our 
rucksacks. 

We were a little shaken to find that our stores would not 
fit into them and that we should have to carry a small but 
heavy hessian bag of foodstuffs in addition to our packs, but 
consoled ourselves with the thought that our adventure had 
really begun. 



CHAPTER II 


THE WAY 


In which, after our escape from a P0W camp, a military car, a 
white cow, a saw-mill and a tractor are avoided. 


in inky darkness we started our march. I led, followed by 
Enzo and then by Giu&n, in his hand the bag of food for which 
room had not been found in our overloaded rucksacks. 

‘Off’ was my only thought in those first steps of our adven¬ 
ture. The sooner we crossed the wide plain, still within rifle- 
range of the sentries, the better. 

We tried to make as little noise as possible, and I hoped 
fervently that the cloudy sky would not clear suddenly. If the 
sentries had seen us, it would have meant complete disaster 
at the very beginning. Failure at this moment would probably 
have meant not only a well-aimed bullet but also eight 
months’ preparations wasted, followed by endless, completely 
justifiable mocking by die majority of our fellow-prisoners 
who considered every escape as an act of sheer madness. 

As we reached the first thorn-bushes we relaxed and drop¬ 
ped our loads. The first step, and not one of the least dan¬ 
gerous, had been accomplished: neither shot nor alarm-whistle 
had been heard. 

We adjusted each other’s rucksacks as they were too heavy 
and unwieldy to allow the carrier to do this himself, and 
were soon ready for a fresh start. A breeze coming from the 
camp stirred the scrub. The thorn rattled slightly and we 
heard the tune of a concertina playing the tango: 

Without a word — 

You have told me: I love you... 
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To us it seemed like a voice from another world saying 
‘Good-bye’ - a world from which we already felt isolated, of 
which we were no longer citizens and with which all com¬ 
munications had been cut. 

The food bag passed from Giuan’s hands into mine. With 
the ice-axe in my right hand, I tried as best I could to locate 
holes, tree stumps and branches of thorn-trees, not always 
successfully as twigs often scratched my face or brushed off 
my cap. 

The weight of my rucksack seemed unbearable, but we 
could not waste time settling our loads in a more rational 
manner as we were in a hurry. We wanted to cross the rail¬ 
way and the main road before the moon rose. 

Poor Enzo! As he had insisted on coming with us in spite 
of his illness we had ordered him not to cough, under penalty 
of getting his head banged with an ice-axe. He had answered 
that this was a useless threat, as we were well aware that his 
stubborn head was far harder than our camp-made ice-axes, 
which would only get broken. Now, desperately wanting to 
cough, he was grunting close behind me. 

Emerging from the thorn-scrub we came to open grass¬ 
land which, according to our plan, we had to cross marching 
parallel with the railway line; but in the darkness the problem 
of proceeding on a parallel course with what was not visible 
seemed insoluble. Neither stars nor the Aberdare Range on 
the western horizon were to be seen. 

Time and again a hare or a jackal would spring up right 
at my feet, making me jump in turn and causing Enzo, who 
followed very close on my heels, to bump into my rucksack. 
‘Sorry, 5 he would whisper, ‘I can’t see an inch.’ ‘Hush,’ would 
be my standard reply. 

I had no bearing whatsoever and could not help being 
worried by recalling tales of abortive attempts to escape, told 
in the camp in the long evenings. Once a party did run into 
the very arms of a patrol which they could not see in the com¬ 
plete darkness; another escaping party walked several times 
in a circle in the pitch-black night and was caught at last at 
dawn, exhausted and startled, near the very point whence they 
had set out. At the time of hearing them I did not altogether 
credit these tales, but now I believed them all. 
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At last I felt smooth earth under my feet in place of the 
high grass. I knew then that we were on a path which crossed 
the railway at right angles and I was thus able to correct our 
line of advance. 

In due course we crossed the track leading to a farm. On 
this we knew by heart the position of every stone, as it was 
here that prisoners were allowed to take their daily exercise. 
To our great delight nobody was on the road, in spite of the 
early hour and of the fact that it was Sunday. 

As soon as we saw the telegraph poles against the sky we 
stopped for a rest, at a safe distance from the track. We were 
all in need of a break. Whispering, we exchanged at last first 
impressions of our escape. Enzo was given permission to 
cough ‘without making too much noise’; but perhaps as a 
form of sabotage of our orders, he did not cough at all. 
Giuctn told me that it was advisable to go a little slower. 

During our rest the sky cleared and stars appeared, now 
that we did not need them as guides any more. In the distance 
the roar of the evening trains was heard. There was no 
time to lose, as we wanted to cross the line before the train 
passed. 

I handed over to Giuim the hated food-bag and approached 
the railway line. All three of us managed to jump the side- 
drains without a fall and to cross the rails without the sound 
of nailed boots or ice-axes rasping against steel. On the far 
side we reached a scrub-covered valley, from the shelter of 
which we planned to get on to the main road. 

The roar of the train increased and at last it thundered 
across the valley. Presently, while still near to the line, we 
were bathed in the powerful beam of the engine searchlight. 
We stopped and slowly sunk down until we lay on our ruck¬ 
sacks. I seized the opportunity to glance at my watch. The 
train appeared to be punctual to the minute, a matter of 
minor importance so far as we were concerned; but it ap¬ 
peared also that we had been marching for fifty minutes only, 
and I felt as tired as though I had walked for hours. 

As soon as the red tail-light of the train disappeared in the 
distance, and the roar had become a faint buzzing, we carried 
on. 

The moon, according to our reckoning, was due to rise at 
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21.35, by which time we should have crossed the main road. 
There was no time to lose. 

Amid the scrub in the black darkness our progress was a 
nightmare. Never in my life did I agree more enthusiastically 
with the English nickname of the thorn-bushes, ‘wait-a-bit 1 . 

Apart from these we were confronted by traps of every size 
and kind, deep-trodden cattle tracks, holes of every diameter, 
thorny aloes and many other hindrances. 

Luckily the sky cleared rapidly, and eventually the glacier- 
crowned Mount Kenya was seen clear-cut against the starry 
background. I was pleased to have a bearing through the 
scrub, but started wondering whether we should ever be able 
to carry our huge rucksacks up to those distant peaks. 

Some twenty minutes after the train had passed, I noticed 
with growing unrest that the sky on the eastern side of the 
mountain was becoming lighter and lighter and there was still 
no sign of the road. To attempt to cross the main road on a 
Sunday night in brilliant moonlight before midnight might be 
fatal, and I accelerated my pace. 

We had not gone much farther when the moon rose. It 
was full and reddish, and I had the impression that its face 
looked at us with slight irony. I was startled. By my watch 
it was only 9.25 p.m. I wondered whether it was the watch or 
our calculations which had gone wrong, as I had to exclude 
any possibility of the moon herself making a mistake. ‘And 
yet, 1 I was busy thinking, ‘our reckonings were childishly 
easy. We had observed that the moon rose fifty minutes earlier 
every night. Yesterday it rose at 10.25, thus to-day ...’ 

‘Don’t you hear me? a car! A car! 1 shouted Enzo behind 
me at the top of his voice. He had not finished saying this 
before a beam of light lit up the trees only thirty or forty 
yards to my left. I threw myself down, scratching my nose on 
a thorny branch, as the big shiny eyes of a car fell leeringly 
upon us. A few yards from me - so near was I to the road 
without having noticed it - the driver changed gear, and I 
shivered as I thought the car was about to stop; but it dashed 
off towards Nyeri. In the bright moonlight I could read the 
number-plate. It was a military car, and had not Enzo called 
my attention to it (entangled in semi-scientific considerations 
about watches and moon as I was), there would have been, in 
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the records of a.d.p.w. Nairobi, the amazing and unprece¬ 
dented case of a military car being rammed by an escaping 
prisoner of war. 

The avalanche of contumely loosed against me by my com¬ 
panions was beyond description, Enzo’s seeming especially 
inexhaustible. I myself would willingly have added a few 
epithets, so justified, I felt, was the anger of my friends; but 
this was not possible as they had left nothing unsaid. 

When the well-deserved storm of wrath over my guilty 
head had cleared, I apologised deeply and reminded them that 
it was high time we got up and crossed the road. This we 
did with exaggerated care. The old proverb speaks rightly 
enough of shutting the stable-door after the horse has bolted. 

I might add here that when we returned to the camp 
eighteen days later my watch was only thirty minutes slow. 
I had checked it the evening before we left the camp with the 
time signal on the wireless. It is possible that a fragment of 
grit caused it to lose ten minutes during those first vital fifty 
minutes. Alternatively, as we had covered between two and 
three miles since leaving the camp, our horizon may have been 
altered a little. Otherwise I still cannot account for the error 
in our calculations. 

At high speed we traversed a fairly broad clearing on the 
far side of the road, beyond which we collapsed as though we 
were sacks of potatoes under the covering shade of the first 
thorn-trees. 

It would have been sheer ingratitude to have blamed our 
luck; we had passed the sentries of the camp, the railway-line 
and the main road complete with military motor-car, without 
being stopped. 

Enzo was of course completely worn out. We wrapped him 
in a blanket and gave him a lemonade with plenty of sugar 
and two tablets of aspirin. He went to sleep immediately. 
Looking at the thermometer by the light of his torch Giu&n 
said; ‘His fever has dropped.’ Giu&n showed his habitual 
modesty as he said nothing more; and yet he might have 
been proud of the results of the unusual treatment given to 
his patient in the form of a forced night-march. 

When at 10.30 p.m. the patient was rudely awakened in 
order to carry on with the treatment he did not grumble. 
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After all he had chosen of his own free will to come with 
us. 

For a while we again passed through scrub, but the march 
was far easier, as the moon shone brilliantly and we could 
afford to advance at a reasonably slow pace. 

Later we arrived at a flat plain where the grass had been 
burnt only a few days previously and we had no longer to 
trouble about where to put our feet. The air was fresh, we 
had before us the clearly visible goal towards which I was 
steering, the main dangers were passed; it should have been 
a pleasure to walk now, but it was not, because of the weight 
of our rucksacks. Every twenty minutes we had to rest. Enzo 
seemed to be about to collapse. 

We did not even choose places for our rests; whenever I 
gave the longed-for signal ‘time!’ we just let ourselves go 
wherever our loads dragged us down. Luckily we did not 
have any unpleasant surprises in this game of ours, such as 
that experienced by a fellow-prisoner. During his escape he 
sat down exhausted one night on a mound of earth hiding the 
entrance to the den of a wild pig. The ungainly beast jumped 
out snorting and, more afraid than the prisoner himself, ran 
over him. 

For long we continued to advance over the burnt ground, 
following well-known landmarks, such as isolated trees, native 
huts and fences. At last we came to a wire fence. It was 
difficult for us to believe that the wire was not barbed! Apart 
from this peculiarity the fence was remarkable in that it was 
so tightly strung that when touched by our rucksacks as we 
passed between the strands, the wires sang like plucked violin 
strings. 

This unusual musical essay gave rise to a furious barking 
by a dog on our left, answered immediately by other dogs on 
our right. We were in the vicinity of a farmhouse. 

First we had to cross newly ploughed land, but presently 
we stopped for a rest on the border of a pyrethrum field; the 
little daisies were open and shone snow-white in the moon¬ 
light. 

When we resumed our way through the field a buck stared 
at us for a moment, then dashed away uttering a cry like a 
frightened baby. 
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The air had grown more chilly. Without noticing it we 
had gained height and the lights of Nanyuki had disappeared 
in the plain. The tops of the Aberdare Range were shrouded 
in woolly silver-shining clouds. I felt sleepy. 

We passed another fence on the far side of the field and 
marched on over open grasslands for a further hour or more, 
resting at intervals as before. 

‘Are those native huts?’ asked Enzo suddenly, pointing to¬ 
wards a group of black masses, in the vicinity of the forest 
edge. I stared until my eyes smarted. 

‘I should say they are the first clumps of trees.’ 

‘If you are right,’ added Giuim, ‘we have almost arrived.’ 

Indeed, like islands in the raw sea of elephant grass, the 
first spinneys appeared, huge olive trees surrounded by thick 
bushes. They were the outposts of the forest, which clothes 
the lower slopes of the mountain to a depth of fifteen to twenty 
miles. 

It was past midnight. We were quite content with having 
crossed in only four hours the danger-zone in which we might 
have met men; but though we had passed through the ‘human* 
danger-zone, we were now approaching the ‘beast’ danger- 
zone and we advanced carefully from the cover of one tree- 
group to the next. 

Having readied a particularly hospitable-looking tree clump 
we decided to rest for some hours, instead of marching on the 
whole night as previously arranged. Giuln said that Enzo 
definitely needed some hours of sleep. Towards daybreak we 
were to mardi on, seeking the river which would help us to 
find a way through the forest up the mountain. 

It was arranged that I should have the first watch. 

Slowly I walked around the tree. 

My companions were asleep, I pressed the ice-axe under my 
arm. It was my only weapon in a country to which, before the 
war, people came from everywhere for the best big-game 
shooting in the world. 

The little leaves of the old olive tree trembled in the gentle 
night breeze, glittering like silver in the moonlight. 

At three o’clock I woke Giu&n and we repacked our ruck¬ 
sacks so as to do away with the necessity of carrying that 
horrible extra food-bag. 
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While I slipped into my water-proof flea-bag Giu&n started 
his watch, clutching his ice-axe — it seemed to me - with 
an air of joy and assurance. Thus I drifted gently into the 
depths of sleep, filled with cheerful confidence in the prospects 
of our strange expedition and in my fellows with whom I was 
to share the coming ordeals. 

At 4.45 a.m. we were on the way. Enzo, completely with¬ 
out fever, felt pretty strong. 

We continued advancing from one tree-group to the next 
in order to expose ourselves as little as possible in the elephant- 
grass plain, still lit by the moon. 

In one of the glades I had to avoid a big hole, perhaps 
fifteen by thirty feet wide. We wondered if it was a trap, and 
if so for what species of animal. It might be for elephant, 
rhino or buffalo. However, this speculating did not stop us. 

Farther on we reached a trade crossing our route. We 
noticed the deep imprint of motor-car tyres. To the left it led 
evidently to Nanyuki; but to the right.. .? 

We turned right and followed it, as it seemed to penetrate 
more deeply into the forest. In order to leave no traces of 
our boots on the dusty road we walked on the grass of the 
border. 

It was rather chilly, although there was no sign of dawn 
in the sky. 

A suspidous-looking glitter among the trees about a hun¬ 
dred yards from the track stopped us suddenly. A corrugated 
iron roof shone in the moonlight. Approaching carefully we 
saw it was a bungalow surrounded by a fence of high, strong 
poles. Afraid of being heard by dogs which might betray us, 
we sped up die track. 

Soon after passing the house the road veered a little too 
much to the right to suit our taste, and as we were still hoping 
to reach the river before dawn we made up our minds to leave 
it and to enter the forest on our left. 

While crossing the track we walked backwards. I confess 
that this perhaps exaggerated and surely infantile precaution 
was my own idea. I have to add too, for truth's sake, that my 
companions, although they followed my example, were hardly 
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convinced of its utter necessity. But what fun it was to go 
through with adventure in all its most childish details! 

After a short rest - we had been marching more than an 
hour — we entered the forest, which showed up before us like 
a black wall. 

Our first encounter with the main tropical forest was 
disastrous. The undergrowth was so thick that it needed con¬ 
siderable exertion to advance a few yards, and worse, one 
could not avoid making a maddening noise. Owing to the 
complete darkness, we seemed to crush every dry branch 
within range of our feet, to slide into the deepest holes, grasp¬ 
ing with our hands the ropes of countless creepers, which, 
like alarm-signals on trains, transmitted their sudden motion 
to far distant fellow-creepers and branches. In a word we 
seemed to have started a sort of earthquake amid the sleeping 
trees. In a little while we were sweating like negroes and so 
tired of extricating rucksacks, caps and above all ourselves 
from those thousand natural tentacles that we retreated igno- 
miniously. 

Thence we followed a series of much-appreciated glades, 
leaving the forest on our left and the track on our right and 
fixing our bearing by the stars. We had no doubt that our 
course was correct, but when the stars began to lighten in die 
east we were still unable to hear the sound of the river. Still, 
we thought it could not be far away. 

From bush to bush we scrambled on, in the dim half-light 
of dawn. 

Suddenly emerging from the cover of a bush, I avoided 
collision, by a hair’s breadth only, with a quietly ruminating 
white cow. Judging by the reverse bound I performed, my 
fellows had every reason to believe that I had faced, if not 
Death in person, at least a pride of lions or a platoon of 
Military Police. 

A short council of war followed. It was more than prob¬ 
able that the cow would not be alone, but one of a herd, 
watched by one or more native herdsmen, probably native 
boys or mtotos. The tntotos (or to be pedantic watoto ) had 
among escape-loving prisoners of war the bad reputation of 
having spoilt more than one well-organised evasion. On the 
other hand, the cow or cows, with or without watoto, would 



JANUARY 2 JTH ’ 6j 

almost certainly be close to water. Could we risk seeing it 
now? 

Already it was light even in the undergrowth. We had 
been careful hitherto and we decided to carry on being so. 

We sought a hide-out where we might lie concealed the 
whole day, leaving at nightfall. We found one several hun¬ 
dred yards from the cow, well protected by thick bushes all 
around, and there we settled down. 

The stars were no more. Here and there a bird started softly 
to rehearse its part in the coming morning symphony. 

Giu&n and Enzo fell asleep. I watched. 

A dim daylight filtered through the boughs. The dark mass 
of trees was already broken into branches of individual shape. 
Slowly every leaf became visible. The grey changed to violet, 
the violet to red and then to green. The birds with a powerful 
crescendo started their hymn in praise of a new day. 

We had to face a whole day of time, to spend twelve 
precious hours lying down! This thought brought me to the 
very verge of repenting our decision to wait. 

The speed at which the sun was climbing seemed un¬ 
believable. One could follow the everchanging play of light- 
arrows piercing the slowly retreating shadows amid the thick 
undergrowth. 

Why should I not try to portray these strange figures cast 
by light and shade upon the moss-covered stems and the 
curtains of creepers and twigs? I had time enough to do so. 
I sharpened my drawing pencil with a razor blade and leant 
back against a rotten stem. It was not comfortable. First I 
should have to pull away a thorny branch. I pulled, but the 
branch was mysteriously linked up with the bush under 
which Giu&n and Enzo were sleeping. The result was that the 
bush rustled and Giuan awoke with a start: 

‘What’s happening?’ 

‘Keep quiet. It’s me.’ 

‘You? Don’t talk nonsense. How could you move this bush 
from where you are sitting?’ 

I explained things. Giuki did not show much appreciation 
of my efforts to draw comfortably. At last, turning over on 
to his other side, he asked in a voice already sleepy: 
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‘What time is it?’ 

‘Eight o’clock.’ 

‘Only that?’ he remarked, and covering his head with the 
blanket he went off to sleep again. 

It was still wet down here. I could not settle into a con¬ 
venient position to begin my sketch. Or was I too nervous? 
Or was the task I had imposed upon myself too difficult? As 
a matter of fact I gave up, and lay down again. Stretching out 
my long legs I carefully avoided the springing of another 
alarm signal. 

Time was passing desperately slowly. High above among 
the golden leaves a tiny bird with emerald-green feathers 
jumped from twig to twig. When he flew off at last, I could 
hear the flurry of his wings. 

A dreadful sleepiness overcame me. 

Another bird whistled a perfect chromatic scale of twelve 
descending notes. I counted them again and again. Then 
everything was silent. 

Did I really fall asleep? What was that rustle of dead leaves 
and snapping of twigs? Was something afoot? Was it people 
or an animal? 

Without getting up I turned towards the direction of the 
noise which suddenly stopped. I felt nervy. I could not see 
anything but stems, branches, thicket, shades and tongues of 
light, in which legions of midges danced. Time passed, but 
how long I did not know, as I did not want to look at the 
watch. Neither did I allow myself to drink, although I felt 
in my mouth the peculiar taste of ‘the morning after the night 
before’. I did not want to sleep any more. 

So it happened that my thoughts wandered to the camp. 
I endeavoured to imagine the face of the Italian Compound 
Liaison Officer when presented with the letter we left for 
him. 

We had written: 

‘Sir, 

‘We have not previously informed you of our intentions, 

sure that you would try to dissuade us. We are leaving the 

camp and reckon to be back within fourteen days. Then you 

will know and certainly approve of our action. We assure you 
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formally that in escaping we have not misused the passes 
given to us by the British Command. In order to avoid any 
such suspicion, we hand over to you herewidi the above- 
mentioned passes bearing our names. 

‘We regret causing you this bother, and remain, Sir, etc. 
etc.’ 


We -were proud of our official red-tape style of address, but 
our main object in writing this letter was to ensure that our 
innocent fellow-prisoners would not be deprived of the passes 
which enabled them to walk for a distance of a mile from the 
camp and to work in the vegetable gardens. As we heard later, 
all passes in Compound A were withdrawn after our escape 
and we felt really sorry and culpable. 

And what would our fellow-prisoners say? 

‘I have known it for long,’ the one-who-knows-everything- 
before-it-happens would say. ‘It could not escape me that they 
were up to something 1* 

The one-who-is-superior-to-certain-things would say: 
‘What fools! Could they not find anything better to do?’ 

When it leaked out at last that we had escaped to Mount 
Kenya, more and still better remarks would be made. I enjoyed, 
in imagination, hearing this sort of thing: ‘Have you ever 
heard of such madmen? To risk catching a bullet in the ribs 
for the fun of dying of cold up there, or of being mauled by 
wild beasts?’ At which the sentimental-one would add: ‘And 
all three are married and two of them have children too!’ The 
very-clever-one would remark: 'I can understand escaping 
with the purpose of reaching friends at Mogadiscio or the 
neutral territory of Portuguese East Africa. Impossible? 1 quite 
agree. But at least one would live in the hopes of regain¬ 
ing one’s liberty, not with the fixed programme of going 
back into the camp and the certainty of being punished at 
that.’ 

So I amused myself, imagining people in the compounds 
commenting, criticising and condemning us. In a prisoner-of- 
war camp every sort of news is heaven-sent. A mysterious 
evasion like ours would be as sweet cake in the mouths of the 
professional gossipers. 

Suddenly I heard voices, human voices. Instinctively I tried 
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to flatten myself into the soil. There were two different voices, 
talking a language which seemed to me to be Kikuyu. They 
could not be more than two hundred yards from our hide-out. 
They shouted, probably greeting one another. Then they left, 
one going towards Nanyuki, the other towards the mountain. 

Evidently we were near a path, or a track. 

"Whither did this path lead after it entered the forest? Was 
it the ‘track of the gentleman’ Giuan and I had reached in our 
preliminary exploration, carried out some months before? 

Several months before, at the end of September, Giu&n and 
I had decided to ‘breathe the air of liberty’ for a day and at 
the same time to have a look at the country we proposed to 
cross on the first night of our actual escape. 

We happened to know that Camp Command had issued 
passes to two harmless prisoners of war, to allow them to cut 
grass for broom-making ‘in the swamps’ - a wonderfully 
vague term. For us it meant our river if it could be visited 
between the roll-calls of 8 a.m. and 4 p.m. ‘In the swamps’ 
became our motto. 

For a few packets of cigarettes the owners of the passes 
were ready to lease them, provided that we brought back two 
big bundles of grass for brooms. Producing the passes we 
got through die main gate, and in the vegetable-gardens we 
changed from pow shirts into khaki ones, previously sent 
out, and off we went. After crossing the road and the railway, 
we cut two sticks and fastened on them butterfly nets, made 
out of mosquito nets belonging to rich fellow-prisoners. 
Thereafter we strolled along openly as though we were two 
peaceful Kenya settlers on holiday stalking Papilio Mackinnoni 
or Papilio Dardatms . 

After two hours’ walk across country, avoiding paths and 
tracks for safety’s sake, we reached the margin of the forest, 
carefully noting on a sheet of toilet-paper every landmark. 
(Following more or less the same route during our actual 
escape it took us by night, with a sick companion and encum¬ 
bered with our beastly loads, just double this time.) Thence, 
after passing through the forest for more than half an hour, 
we reached a scarp at the foot of which we heard the river, 
overhung with entangled vegetation. 
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On the way back we hurried along so carelessly that, 
emerging from the thick forest on to a track, we found our¬ 
selves no more than fifty feet from a gentleman walking to¬ 
wards us. He was not alone but was followed by two natives, 
one - oh horror! - clad in the well-known blue jersey of the 
Kenya Police. 

We were at first so astonished that we stopped on the 
track. Then, pretending to have seen a remarkable butterfly, 
perhaps a specimen which might revolutionise entomology, 
I stretched out my right arm with the net, and crossing the 
path a few paces in front of the gentleman, who was probably 
no less startled than we were, I ran off into the forest, closely 
followed by Giuan. 

No. We flew. 

So early were we back, owing to this strange meeting, that 
we had time after changing our shirts to cut, near the camp 
fences, two huge bundles of coarse grass. With these in our 
arms, we entered the camp gate triumphantly in time for roll- 
call. 

We forgot to inquire if the grass we brought back to the 
pass-owners was at all suitable for making brooms. 

If the path near which we were hidden was the ‘track of 
the gentleman’, we could not be far from the river. But where 
did this track lead? Whence had the gentleman come? Prob¬ 
ably from some inhabited place inside the forest; surely an 
obstacle on our route, which we should have to tackle that 
same night. It was useless to attempt to solve the problem 
theoretically. 

Pigeons cooed. Life in the forest carried on as usual. Hours 
passed slowly. I became familiar with the various bird voices. 
There was one which reminded me of the staccato whistle 
of the time signal of Radio Rome; I almost waited for the 
familiar voice to add: ‘We have transmitted the time signal 
for eleven o’clock, middle-European time.’ 

Another resembled the whistle of a man trying to imitate 
a bird-note. Soon I had an opportunity of seeing the owner of 
this improbable voice. It was a wading bird with long legs 
and a long beak and it flew over us with slow lazy wing 
strokes. Its shape seemed to me as strange as its voice and it 
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reminded me of the conventionalised, rather futuristic figures 
of herons on certain air-mail stamps, I could not remember 
if Austrian or Czechoslovakian. 

By noon I could endure this inactivity no longer and 
climbed an olive tree in order to have a look round, but 
only trees, trees and trees were to be seen. 

Soon after this we had our first meal of the day. Having 
lost a whole day we tried to conserve as much food as possible. 
All that each man got was one hard-boiled egg, two tiny bis¬ 
cuits and one third of a tin of corned beef. We allowed our¬ 
selves to drink only a little water, because we did not know 
when we should reach the river or if, at this dry season, it 
held water at all. This was the main problem with which my 
thoughts were busy, the river; but we did not discuss it to¬ 
gether, partly because it was useless to discuss it, partly be¬ 
cause as a precaution we spoke as little as possible. 

Slowly the sun started its downward journey. 

I darned a hole in my trousers and then emptied my ruck¬ 
sack in order to repack it rationally and to take stock of its 
contents. 

(i) MOUNTAINEERING AND CAMPING EQUIPMENT: 

x. Sisal-rope, some 70 feet long and \ inch thick, i.e. too 
thin and too short to be reliable for a difficult climb. As 
we had not found anything better we carried one rope 
each, in order to climb with the double rope, as we actually 
did. 

The ropes were those issued in the camp for fastening bed- 
nets on to the bed-frames. 

2. Thin rope, some 35 feet long and | inch thick, to be 
used for making rope-rings in case of double-rope descents. 

Originally this rope was a bed-net. Only my barrack com¬ 
panions know what toil it cost me to unfasten the fifty, I 
repeat fifty, tight knots of the net. 

3. Waterproof flea-bag, lent for the trip by a friend. 

4. British Army ground sheet, to be used bodi as a rain¬ 
coat and as a tent floor. This was perhaps the only item of 
our equipment regularly issued, if not to me, at least to another 
prisoner of war who had been ‘outside’ on road works. I 
acquired it by exchange. 
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5. Tent, complete -with pegs and ropes. Our tent -was 
originally a square Italian Army ground sheet acquired by 
exchange. After it had been folded across the centre to get 
two equal oblong sides, I sewed two triangular pieces to form 
the front and rear ends, made out of a second Italian Army 
ground sheet. The triangle at the back end was sewn into 
position all round but the other was to be used as a door. Along 
the whole inner side base I sewed a 10-inch wide strip from 
the second ground sheet, overlapping the floor, so as to -main* 
the tent airtight. I cannot remember the number of needles I 
broke in sewing the tent as I had to work in the quiet of the 
night by the flickering light of an oil lamp, made from a 
corned-beef tin. The thread I was compelled to use proved 
to be so bad that I had to smear it with pitch. Unlike thread 
and needles I did not need to ‘acquire’ the pitch, because we 
had it in plenty. During the hot weather it dripped down 
from the roof and through the hessian walls of the barrack 
on to everything - blankets, sheets (not in my case, because 
I had none), clothing and hair. 

The two ironshod tent poles were fastened together with 
the flag pole and were carried by Enzo, who had no ice-axe. 

The dress rehearsal for erecting the tent, performed in the 
camp behind the latrines after midnight when it was of course 
pitch black, had provided a thrill of its own. 

6 . Aluminium water-bottle, containing about four pints, 
borrowed ‘for the duration’ of the trip. The grey jacket for 
the bottle was made from the remnants of the blankets used 
for my climbing suit and mitts. The bottle had a fitting for 
a filter in the screw-cap. We made a filter but it proved to be 
the only item of our whole store which was definitely useless. 
It consisted of two pieces of wire gauze found in the famous 
rubbish-heap near the camp but boiled and otherwise dis¬ 
infected, containing layers of compressed powdered charcoal 
and dressing muslin. 

7. Italian Army cooking-pot with lid which I had owned 
ever since the first transit camp. 

8. Alcohol-boiler, to be used only when no fire-wood was 
available. It had been built in the camp from empty jam tins 
and was carried in the cooking pot into which it fitted exactly. 
The wicks were rags from an old towel. 
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(Items No. 3-8, together with die crampons, the story of 
which I have related elsewhere, were fastened outside the 
rucksack and were called ‘superstructure’.) 

9. Tin of two pints of denatured alcohol, ‘acquired’ at the 
camp hospital by instalments and by the strangest ruses. It 
was to be used in the boiler. I am sorry to say that we did 
not realise, or we forgot, how rapidly alcohol evaporates, or 
we would have taken paraffin. 

10. Tin containing solidified mutton-fat, ‘acquired’ in the 
■camp kitchen for use as boot-dressing. During the boiling 
operation I managed, clever as I always am, to spill half 
the boiling and spluttering fat on my legs. I still bear the 
scars. 

it. Seventy red paper arrows, to which, most probably, 
■Giu&n and I owe our lives. I cut the pages of an exercise 
book, sent to me in a parcel, thus: 1 > and painted them 
red, with enamel borrowed for a few hours from the camp 
store. How many times my fellow prisoners asked me what I 
meant to do with my bunk all covered with red paper arrows 
spread out to dry! ‘Put out more flags,’ I would answer and 
they would go off, shaking their heads in pity, deeply con¬ 
cerned for my mental welfare. 

x 2. Rock-climbing shoes with rope soles. They proved use¬ 
less on the rock which was similar to the granite of the 
Western Alps, but extremely comfortable as slippers during 
the rest-hours, once we had taken off our heavy and water- 
soaked leather boots. The climbing shoes were made as fol¬ 
lows: First we unravelled some sisal bags, obtained from the 
kitchen for a few packets of cigarettes. The threads were 
twisted together into a rope which was soaked in water, 
beaten and straightened between two poles of our barbed- 
wire fences. Finally they were sewn together in the shape of 
a sole. The uppers were cut by a camp shoemaker out of a 
square yard of old tarpaulin. The latter we exchanged for a 
considerable quantity of cigarettes from a prisoner working 
at a salvage dump. 

13. Torch with four spare batteries. Each of us had his 
■own torch with spare batteries, which also came from ‘out¬ 
side’ but for which we had to pay in cash. Having been lucky 
enough to get two or three parcels from home I was able to 
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accumulate some cash for things to be obtained ‘outside’ 
by selling everything I did not need for the Mount Kenya 
trip. 

14. Knife with tin-opener and corkscrew. I had had it 
from the beginning, retaining it through every search. 

15. Odds and ends, like sun-glasses, bootlaces, some fifty 
yards of string, five candles, iron and copper wire of various 
thicknesses and lengths for repairs; tea spoon and soup spoon 
but no fork, a mug, twelve boxes of matches, pencils, drawing 
and writing paper, a compass - a gift from a friend for the 
occasion. 

1 6. The sketch drawn from a photograph in the book of 
the Akikuyu which showed the peaks from the east; also the 
Kenylon corned beef label and the sketch of the peaks drawn 
with the aid of the binoculars. I had copied out of the same 
book a map of the mountain, but as it was on the scale 1 inch 
= 10 miles I considered that it would be as much use to us as, 
for instance, a directory of Rome or a copy of the Geneva 
Convention Rules about Prisoners of War. I left it at the 
camp. 

17. The binoculars. 

(il) CL OTHING 

Two vests, two jerseys, eight handkerchiefs, two pairs of 
cotton socks, one woollen scarf, all from a parcel from home. 

A light white cap, cut from an Italian Army towel. 

Three pairs of woollen socks: one issued, one exchanged 
for a towel from a parcel and one exchanged for G. B. Shaw’s 
Saint Joan . 

Mitts cut and sewed by myself from the remnants of the 
blankets used in making my suit. 

Odds and ends, like soap, washing and shaving utensils; 
white, black, and khaki thread; buttons; needles; safety pins, 
some of which I happened to have in my pockets when I 
was declared a prisoner of war as they had been used for my 
daughter’s baby-linen; anti-sunburn cream prepared by Guikn 
who is a skin-specialist, and therefore in the trade. 

I wore my climbing boots (exchanged for a pair of top- 
boots received in a parcel and which fitted perfectly a prisoner 
who was to start working on a farm), three pairs of ordinary 
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socks, my pow shirt, shorts and my climbing suit, consisting 
of jacket, plus-fours, puttees and a cap with peak and ear- 
flaps. The suit was made by the man who was famed as the 
best tailor of Gondar although for the time being his address 
was Compound d, barrack it. I had given him two of the 
three grey blankets with which we were issued, thread bought 
at the camp canteen and buttons taken from the Italian ground 
sheet used for the tent. For the pockets he used linen from a 
pillow case, last glorious remnant of what had been my wife’s 
trousseau. Not being able to afford any more material for 
lining, I did without. The tailor was paid with thirty shillings 
worth of canteen odds and ends and a fair quantity of 
cigarettes. 

Our calculations were based on ten days for three men at 
about 2,000 calories per day per man. 

Four tins of corned beef, saved from rations. Four other 
tins were carried by Giuim and two by Enzo. 

Four pounds of jam bought at the canteen in early 1942 
when things were obtainable more easily. 

About two pounds of rice, saved from rations. Giuhi car¬ 
ried a bag of about four pounds of oatmeal, bought ‘outside’. 

One tin of butter bought ‘outside’. Giuan carried a glass 
container with another half-pound of butter, which was to 
play a sad role in our story. 

Some eight ounces of sultanas. 

One bottle of Bovril meat extract, bought ‘outside*. 

Eight tablets of chocolate, bought ‘outside’. Giuim had 
a similar quantity of camp-made chocolate, concocted by a 
pastry-cook from sugar, cocoa and milk. 

Two pounds of biscuits, rations easily saved as they tasted 
rather mouldy. 

Two pounds of sweet biscuits made by the pastry-cook. 
Giuki and Enzo carried about ten pounds of plain biscuits 
each, made by the same man. 

One bottle of ‘brandy’ distilled from pineapples in one of 
the many illicit stills in the camp. The bottle was to be left 
on the top of the mountain containing a brief message and 
our names. 
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Two pounds of sugar saved, with difficulty, from rations. 
Giu&n carried the same quantity. 

Two pounds of sugar and monkey-nut toffee made By the 
pastry-cook. 

Two pounds of barley sugar made by myself from rations. 
Enzo carried more than double this quantity of the same 
stuff. 

Ten boiled eggs. Ten more were carried by Giu&n and 
twenty by Enzo. All the eggs were covered in a thin crust of 
maize flour. Boiling forty eggs would have raised suspicions, 
so we put a little maize meal into the water to cover the eggs 
when we were boiling them. 

Giuki carried also two pounds of powdered milk, one 
eighteen-ounce tin of Ovaltine bought outside and a tin con¬ 
taining about two pounds of olive oil obtained, by exchange, 
from a prisoner who got it in a parcel from Somalia. 

I nearly forgot the final item. At the very bottom of my 
rucksack was a black beetle, one of the thousands and thou¬ 
sands which infested our barracks and which we knew by their 
Somali name, barambara. This specimen evidently wished to 
take part, incognito, in an ascent of Mount Kenya. For his 
daring he met death under my boot sole. ‘No useless weight,’ 
commented Enzo. 

Finally there were the ice-axes, the history of which I have 
related before. The mere thought of the huge shop I carried 
on my shoulders for so many days up the bed of the Nanyuki 
River still makes me feel weak in the knees. 

With regard to the weight they had to carry Giuan and 
Enzo were no better off .than I. In addition to the items 
enumerated they had one woollen blanket each, certainly more 
voluminous than my tent and flea-bag. Giuan, as the doctor of 
the party, carried some first-aid supplies and a thermometer 
while Enzo had two loaves of bread, the panga or bush knife, 
the little axe and ten packets of cigarettes against which I railed 
furiously, but which were to play an important, perhaps deci¬ 
sive, role towards the end of this story. 

In Enzo’s words we were as heavily laden as pack-mules. 

Enzo was now free from fever, and felt battle-worthy and 
full of energy, much to our pleasure and much to the credit 
of Giuim. Neither was he coughing any more, which might 
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prove to be an important detail if we passed through an 
inhabited place. 

At five o’clock we ate an egg each and half a loaf of bread 
divided between the three of us; then we prepared to move 
on. 

Soon after half-past six I went off on a reconnaissance, 
mainly because 1 felt bursting with impatience. Crawling 
through the bushes I reached the ‘glade of the white cow’, 
now untenanted. At the far end I noticed a track. I wondered 
if it was the same we had followed, and then left, the night 
before, and if it was the ‘gentleman’s track’. That being the 
essence of information I brought back, we discussed it with 
considerable verve but with little hope of getting a useful 
answer to the question. 

The silence with which the forest seemed to watch the 
spectacular sunset sharpened, if possible, our eagerness to be 
off. 

At 7.15 the last blush disappeared from the western sky 
and through the forest ran a shiver from a breeze. Strange 
new sounds became audible, but it was still not completely 
dark. 

‘What about the abrupt descent of darkness on the Equator? 
Poetic fancy of journalists!’ cursed Enzo , pianissimo, between 
clenched teeth, and I was inclined to agree with him. 

At 7.45 we could bear it no longer. It was not yet quite 
dark but we risked crossing the ‘glade of the white cow’ and 
halted near the track behind a bush. This bore to the east, 
passing not far from our hide-out which explained how it was 
we had heard the two natives so near to us. We advanced up 
the track in Indian file, so glad to be on the move again that 
our rucksacks felt less monstrously heavy than they had the 
night before. 

‘Now,’ I thought, ‘we shall at least solve some of these 
puzzles: of the track; of the gentleman; of the natives who 
were talking to-day. Any risk will be better than another 
twelve hours of deathlike inactivity such as we endured to¬ 
day.’ 

Little by little our eyes grew accustomed to the darkness 
and at last it was dark. By the light of the stars I could see 
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that our track ran almost due south toward the peaks. The 
glades were rare, the track being bordered by seemingly sky- 
high trees. The forest seemed to become denser at every step. 
Slowly l became aware of a sense of awe, as though some¬ 
thing immensely powerful but not evil, the true spirit of the 
forest, was impending over us. 

Presently we heard dogs barking. They were still a long 
distance away, but in the exact direction whither the track 
seemed to lead. I felt greatly relieved. We were approaching 
the obstacle whatever it might be. At 9.35 the moon was due 
to rise and we should then see what it was that lay between 
us and ‘our’ mountain. 

We felt exhilarated, I should say almost desirous of a 
contest, although we did not forget that very recently we 
had had to beat a strategic retreat because of a cow. 

Sometimes our track forked, but by probing the earth with 
the point of the ice-axe I always managed to follow the more 
used road, which bore the tracks of car-wheels. We walked 
on the crown of the road itself now, no longer on the verge 
as this would have been an exaggerated precaution. If on 
the following day they discovered the marks left by our nailed 
boots no one, I thought, would consider it worth while look¬ 
ing for us up in the mountain forest. 

The track became steeper and steeper and presently it 
seemed to run in a sort of trench. One yard to the left and 
one to the right of us were walls of tropical forest. We could 
not see an inch. In my left hand I had the torch, to be used 
only in a real emergency; in my right the ice-axe with which 
I felt the ground like an insect with its antennae. 

High above, the starlit sky seen between the branches 
appeared to be the size of a pocket handkerchief. Marching 
was like diving at every step into an unknown sea. The 
surface of the road was fairly smooth; rarely did I touch a 
stone. The sound of our steps was almost inaudible. 

Our hearing became, or seemed to become, acute, so that 
we were soon aware of the thousand voices of the life which 
darkness had awakened and stirred inside the forest. Now 
and then I had the impression that I could hear the rustle of 
leaves trodden under the paws of some great animal, spying 
on us through the foliage. Or was it the beating of the blood 
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in my temples? As a matter of fact we felt now clearly but 
inexplicably that we were not alone, that we were watched, 
surrounded. By wliat? I should not have been able to say, but 
I supposed by animals. 

We did not actually hear more than slight rustles, snapping 
of twigs, the flutter of wings of night-birds or bats, frightened 
calls of monkeys or birds disturbed in their sleep, strange 
hisses or whistles, perhaps of the wind in the treetops. But 
we could not forget that we were in one of the richest countries 
of the world as regards big game and in a district where 
lions and leopards were no rarity. 

Whenever I had a feeling that something was near, per¬ 
haps crossing our track or even barring the road I would 
thrust the ice-axe forward into the dark but as I touched 
nothing, I concluded that my fears were born of imagin¬ 
ation. 

Still steeper became the road, and the trees higher. It 
seemed to me that we were listening, as a doctor listens to 
the heartbeats of a patient, to the very breath of the life of 
the forest. 

In a small glade we halted where we had at least a small 
‘security space’ around us. It is extremely rare for a wild 
animal to make an unprovoked attack on humans but as it 
has been known to happen it seemed better to be cautious. 

Looking at the unbelievably clear stars of the zenith as from 
the depths of a pit, I thought I could recognise southward of 
Orion’s belt and amid the three stars forming his sword, 
something like a slight Milky Way. Was it the famous Orion 
nebula, which ordinarily is to be seen only with the aid of 
good binoculars? 

Enzo interrupted my astronomic studies. He felt a little 
nervous. 

‘Don’t worry,’ I assured him, although not feeling at all 
confident myself, ‘this is the last night march we shall make. 
To-morrow night we shall pilch the tent and light an enor¬ 
mous fire. We shall march only during the daytime.’ 

‘By day we shall meet rhinos.’ 

‘By night we might meet lions or leopards, but it is by no 
means certain that by day we shall meet rhinos.’ • 

1 felt uneasy at the mere thought because if there was an 
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animal that I feared it was definitely the rhino. Stupid, heavy, 
with poor eyesight but very inquisitive, it can charge one 
with the speed of an express. Better not think of it! 

‘Listen to that bird!’ I said. ‘Does it not sound like the 
ringing of a bicycle-bell?’ 

‘It is the Girardengo-bird,' 1 said Enzo at once and we 
started off again. 

The noises had by no means ceased. The sound of whispers, 
rattles, of snapping twigs and even of grunts seemed to come 
from the forest. "With relief we heard dogs barking again, 
this time not quite in front but rather to our left. The track 
swung right, entered a broad glade and was joined by another 
track coming from our left. 

At the road junction there was a signpost. I approached 
and peered at it, but the writing was rather faded and the 
darkness intense. As I was very averse to using my torch 
it was rather a puzzle to read it. My eyes ached with staring 
but at last I got it: 


NANYUKI - LORRIES 
SAWMILL 

‘The riddle is solved,’ I announced triumphantly to my 
friends. ‘The gentleman, the natives, the dogs, they all came 
from a sawmill 1’ 

‘A sawmill, a sawmill,’ they repeated. 

‘The track on our left is for lorries; the one we took is 
probably meant only for cars.’ 

‘A sawmill!’ we repeated all together. Could we not have 
deduced it by ourselves? What else would be inside a forest? 
A sawmill, of course 1 Certainly it was very easy to guess once 
we knew. 

‘It would be strange if the sawmill were not close to the 
river,’ was the first intelligent remark made, and it was Guiim 
who made it. We noticed now for the first time that the 
persistent noise coming from the left was not the sound of 
the wind in the tree-tops but could be nothing less than that 
of the river, of ‘our’ river. 

' 1 Constante Girardengo, Italian bicycle race ace. The hero of sport-loving 

youth in Italy after first World War. 
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Between the stream and ourselves was the last human 
abode. As we advanced we heard not only dogs again, but 
also human voices and drums or the beating of some semi¬ 
musical native instrument. There were too many people not 
yet asleep. It was only 8 . 30 , too early to try to pick our 
way through the sawmill, so we changed our mind and 
decided to wait until the people had gone to bed. Then with 
the assistance of the light of the moon we should find a way 
to the river. 

As the moon was not due to rise for another hour, we 
climbed a grassy knoll on the right of the road and lay down. 
From our elevated resting-place we enjoyed the sights. Be¬ 
yond a valley, which seemed very deep, rose the huge pedestal 
of Mount Kenya, with the silhouette of the peak drawn sharp 
against the starlit sky, showing us a new profile of its topmost 
ridge. 

Giuan was cursing sotta voce. 

‘What’s the matter?’ 

‘I have lost my ice-axe string.’ 

‘Never mind, I have got material for making a new one.’ 

‘We have been so careful, but now I have left a sign of our 
passage on the road.’ 

‘It’s all right. To-night we shall reach and follow up the 
stream and to-morrow we shall be where nobody can find 
us.’ 

‘Anyhow I don’t think the Camp Commandant would 
bother to send a search party into such country.’ 

‘Of course not. What would three miserable tows less 
matter 1 Some trouble perhaps with the Higher Command in 
Nairobi; some red tape, possibly a rebuke to the Compound 
Officer, and that will be the end of it.’ 

In the meanwhile I slipped into my flea-bag, and GMn 
wrapped himself in his blanket. Enzo was to watch. I advised 
him again not to show the light of the torch for any reason 
whatsoever as we were too near the sawmill, and I asked him 
to awake Giukn or me in any emergency. 

I had scarcely fallen asleep when Enzo, evidently consider¬ 
ing that an emergency was at hand, started shaking my 
shoulder as though he wanted to drag me from death to 
life. ‘Listen! Be Quiet 1' he whispered. 
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‘Why should I be quiet? I didn’t speak at alll’ 

‘Listen, 1 say!’ 

‘I am listening.’ 

Brought by the night wind, blowing from the mountain, 
I heard the various noises of the life of the sawmill: clatter- 
ings of tins, songs, giggling and bursts of laughter from 
women, a confused din of would-be music, a medley of 
noises. 

‘I think the sawmill has a whole native quarter attached to 
it.’ 

‘No! It isn’t that I wanted you to listen to.’ 

‘But what?’ 

Then I heard it too. A horrid creaking noise rose not far 
from us, and it made me shiver. It was repeated more and 
more shrill, rising to a crescendo and breaking off abruptly in 
a gargling cry as though someone was being strangled. We 
listened aghast. 

‘It sounds as though they were killing a pig,’ whispered 
Enzo, and Giuan, who was still not asleep, added: 

‘It comes from high in the trees. Could a night bird pro¬ 
duce all that volume of noise?’ 

‘It is the “they-kill-the-pig”,’ said Enzo, convinced; and 
by this name henceforth we knew ‘him’ who made the custo¬ 
mary music at many of our bivouacs in the forest. We did 
not then know that the musician was the tree-hyrax, a relation 
of the rhinoceros, although no bigger than a rabbit. 

All the forest seemed astir, preparing an ambush for us. 
But sleep won. ‘It is up to Enzo,’ was my last thought. 

Two or three times Enzo had to shake me before I realised 
where I was. It was a hideous reality I had to face, as a 
damp cold penetrated my clothing and a heavy weariness was 
about to drag me again into the depths of sleep. 

‘What unpardonable stupidity to have made this escape and 
to have left my warm snug bunk and blankets in order to 
come up here into this cold 1’ 

This was my first reaction, bom in a moment of cowardice. 
Immediately I became ashamed of it, repented and punished 
myself by accepting reality. I crawled out of the flea-bag, 
which was almost damper inside than out. 
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The moon had risen, a red apocalyptical moon, bitten off 
on one side like an enormous rotten mango. By its dim light 
we saw beyond the road a valley with dark-blue shades, and 
above this a layer of floating violet mists. Not even the most 
imaginative of the romantic painters could have portrayed 
truly this almost gruesome scene, dominated by a Mount 
Kenya which with its jagged outline seemed itself decom¬ 
posing. 

The forest was silent, as though overwhelmed by the 
appearance of the moon. More clearly from the valley came 
the impetuous murmur of the river, resembling the delirious 
speech of one stricken with fever. The air was full of an 
indefinable scent, vaguely aromatic. 

Adventure beckoned again. It was time to move. 

‘Did you hear any further noise from the sawmill?’ I asked 
Enzo. 

‘None. I think they are all in bed.’ 

‘And from the forest?’ 

‘A lot. A hell of a lot. Just around here there was a beast 
which started a horrible din.’ 

‘What sort of a beast?’ asked Giu&n in a sleepy voice, hunt¬ 
ing for his boots in the high grass in the darkness. 

‘How can I tell you? I didn’t see it,” answered Enzo rather 
acidly, as though he had noted in Giu&n’s inquiry a shade of 
doubt, and carried on with the description: ‘It grunted; it was 
certainly one of the greater carnivora.’ 

‘Really?’ asked Giuitn, this time definitely with a hint of 
sarcasm. 

‘And why should I tell you fairytales?’ asked Enzo, nearly 
losing his temper. ‘I should like to have seen youl’ 

Giu&n, lacing his boots, twitted him again: Tm sure you’ve 
killed it, haven’t you?’ 

Here I intervened: ‘How did you get it to go away?’ 

‘When I lit my torch,’ he confessed candidly. 

‘Did you really?’ I jumped up. ‘Didn’t I tell you you 
shouldn’t?’ But then I remembered having read in die paper 
not long before of two leopards being hunted in the streets 
of Nakuru, a town with a white population larger than 
that of Mombasa, The article was entitled Tally-ho , I remem¬ 
bered. Thinking it better to leave the subject of beasts and 
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torches, I said: ‘I should have done a lot better had I left this 
disgusting flea-bag at die camp and taken a blanket like 
yours.’ 

At 10 p.m. we set off along the moonlit track towards the 
sawmill. 

Soon we reached another junction, at which there was no 
signboard. As the river was on our left we took the turning 
to the left. The track was bounded on one side by a fence, and 
behind this maize fields sloped down to the valley. Further 
on there was a gate which I opened. 

A few steps from us the corrugated iron roof of a hut shone 
in the moonlight. I closed the gate again and we continued 
along the track. 

Here cypresses grew on either side and we noticed the 
scent of fresh-cut timber. The soil was covered with saw¬ 
dust and we walked as though on a carpet, without making 
the slightest sound. 

The road veered to the right and ended abruptly in a 
square. 

On our left stood piles and piles of timber and on our right 
a long building, vaguely resembling a Swiss chalet, barred 
our route. The rays of the moon were reflected in the glass 
of the windows. 

We stood in the shade of the cypresses, staring hopelessly. 
Already I could imagine us, trying to pass between the house 
and the timber, being met by the sawmiller: ‘What the deuce 
do you want here?’ ‘To climb Mount Kenya.’ ‘What? Amid 
the timber-poles?’ No, it would never do to be caught here. 
Perhaps someone had already seen us from the windows. 
Turning round I saw between two cypresses what I hoped 
might be a path leading to the left of the stacks. 

‘Wait a moment!’ I said to my companions and moved 
towards the valley. But I was wrong: it was only a gap where 
a cypress tree had been felled. The whole seemed a well- 
organised trap for overladen, escaping prisoners of war. 
While I tried to avoid some holes in the ground screened by 
dead branches, other branches entangled themselves in the 
superstructure of my rucksack and a snag of the dead tree 
caught my trousers. I thought it better to retreat while I could, 
which I managed to do with some difficulty. 
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As soon as I had regained my starting point we all three 
made off as fast as our loads allowed over the sawdust-covered 
path until, breathless, we reached the shade of a big tree. 
We held a short council of war and decided to try to reach 
the stream via the maize-fields. 

Once again the rusty hinges of the gate creaked loudly. 
On tip-toe we approached the iron-roofed hut. The door was 
secured by a shiny padlock. 

A path led down through the maize-cultivated terraces and 
the murmur of the water sounded louder. 

At that moment I remembered that we were now faced by 
a new danger. Prisoners who had escaped and who had been 
recaptured had told me that natives sometimes posted guards 
in the maize-fields at night to drive off, by shouting or by 
rattling empty tins, buck, wild pigs and other animals which 
came to feed on the green maize. 

Luckily the crop at that season was not green but a big 
waterbuck, frightened by our sudden appearance, galloped off 
and cleared the far fence with a mighty jump. We thought he 
was feeding on the dry ripe cobs. If there were guards present, 
evidently they were not attending to their duty. 

We descended the path and beyond the last terrace we 
came to forest again. I left my rucksack, slid down the 
slope, crawled through thorns and brandies and switched 
on the torch: below my feet ran water, the stream, ‘our’ 
stream! 

I recovered my rucksack and followed by my friends 
managed to get down to the river-bed, after a long detour 
through thick undergrowth and finally through a swamp 
where we sunk into mud above our ankles. 

Sitting at last on the rounded stones of the river-bed we 
felt elated, happy and victorious. It was a quarter-past mid¬ 
night. 

We emptied our water-bottles; we washed ourselves and 
even cleaned our teeth. Above all we drank and drank. Then, 
as is the habit of good beasts of burden, we fed. 

Nibbling half a loaf of bread divided into three with plenty 
of barley-sugar, we tirelessly commented on the significance 
of our success. 

‘We have lost a whole day by taking precautions, but we 
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should never have been able to reach the river the night 
before.’ 

‘Look how much water the stream is carrying, and we’re at 
the height of the dry season! I gather we were right in suppos¬ 
ing that the Nanyuki rises in the glaciers.’ 

‘Now we have only to follow it in accordance with our 
plan and sooner or later we ourselves should arrive there.’ 

‘And to think that we shall have four pounds less to carry, 
now that we can afford to travel with empty water-bottles!’ 

‘And the sawmill has been passed. In die five hours of 
darkness left we can leave it far behind and sleep a little 
too.’ 

At half-past twelve we set off again as we had no time to 
lose, and we were in high spirits. We did not foresee that at 
that very moment we were starting a full week of toil, jump¬ 
ing from stepping-stone to stepping-stone in the water or 
laboriously climbing the rocks which lined the banks of the 
stream. 

Only too soon we realised what it meant ‘to follow’ the 
river and our mood of exultation suffered a beneficial cold 
shower. With the kind of rucksacks we had to carry it was 
not easy, in the fitful moonlight which filtered through the 
dense foliage, to keep our balance on the smooth, wet stones. 
Time and again a splash and a muffled curse told of a false 
step. In spite of his smart gaiters Enzo especially, who 
possessed only nailed town-shoes, was soon thoroughly 
soaked. He remarked gloomily that he had ‘lost his back- 
wheels’, as they were frozen so stiff that he could no longer 
feel them. 

Now and then the river widened, forming pools. In the 
gloom they looked bottomless, like pitch. We had then to 
scramble on the rocks along the banks or to plunge into un¬ 
tamed vegetation. Our progress was exasperatingly slow and 
tiresome. 

In places cattle-tracks led down to the stream from the 
direction of the sawmill, and at about two o’clock we decided 
to risk taking one of them. It soon led us to a path running 
parallel with the river and bordering on some fields. We soon 
passed beyond the zone of cultivation, and presently reached 
a clearing in the forest some fifty yards from the stream. 
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By now, having left the sawmill and its dependent settle¬ 
ments behind, we decided that everyone had had enough. 

We pitched the tent and prepared to rest until dawn. We 
insisted that Enzo should sleep for the remaining three and 
a half hours before dawn, as he was so wet that we feared his 
fever would return. 

Giu&n took the first watch and I went to sleep. 

How cold it was 1A damp cold, freezing first the nose, then 
the knees and finally penetrating the whole body. And I had 
been the one who maintained that we were too near the abode 
of men to light a fire! 

When Giuan awakened me, passing me the wrist-warch, 
I got up cheerfully. A pleasing responsibility is always ac¬ 
cepted with a feeling of happiness; but now I cursed the 
cold. 

I stamped my feet. Widi my hands deep in my pockets, my 
earflaps down, my collar up and a broad scarf around my 
waist, I still shivered. 

I started walking round the tent which when pitched was 
only about three feet high. It was so small that I could imagine 
it shrinking and dilating with tire breathing of my sleeping 
companions. With pride and longing I looked down at it and 
felt deeply pathetic. 

Time drove on interminably. How cold it was! How could 
lions live in such a place? 

While my thoughts struggled against sleep, indulging in 
nostalgic reminiscences of the quilts and cushions of home 
life, I was surprised to find myself singing, sotto voce: ‘How 
ever could lions live in a spot like this?’ to the tune of an old 
waltz probably from the Merry Widow or something similar. 

I patrolled, stamped, looking keenly around. 

Something nagged at my memory... . Yes, I had lost my 
torch. 

I searched round the tent feeling in the wet grass, lifted 
our rucksacks which were by now dripping with moisture 
and retraced our route for a couple of hundred yards down¬ 
stream but I was unable to find it. 

I probed every dump of grass with the ice-axe, but in vain. 
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I began marching up and down again, as a good guard 
should. 

‘How ever could lions ..‘Now stop it! Are you going 
mad? Are you tired because you have not had much sleep 
during the last forty-eight hours? You will have time enough 
to sleep in the cells after your return. You are cold? Did you 
think you would find bedrooms with central-heating on Mount 
Kenya? Don’t be silly and stick to your job.’ 

I clutched the ice-axe under my arm. The fact that I was 
speaking to myself already might not be a good sign, but as 
an old farmer in Somalia once remarked to me, talldng to 
one’s self means nothing. The trouble starts only when one 
begins to reply. 

The night life of the forest was in full swing. The moon 
was still high, and whispering voices and suddenly stopped 
screams were to be heard all around. All our friends were 
noisily present, ‘Girardengo’, ‘they-kill-tlie-pig’ and a lot 
more. Dead trees blasted by lightning had a ghost-like 
appearance. 

Giu&n snored and Enzo breathed regularly. Again I felt 
pathetic; they slept, trusting my watchfulness. It was up to 
me to ensure that they should sleep soundly. 

It was five minutes to five by the watch. Still half an hour 
and more to go before I need wake them. The river grum¬ 
bled. ‘They-kill-the-pig’ had stopped its nerve-racking noise. 
It seemed to have been killed definitely. The cold increased. 
Whence came all this dampness? 

Still twenty minutes before I need waken my companions. 
As an antidote against a sudden longing for coffee, or better, 
brandy (it was so near at hand in my rucksack), I started recit¬ 
ing poetry, Leopardi, Carducci and Dante. 

Was there not a faint flush of dawn in the east? Death-like 
silence reigned in the forest. Should I waken my friends? 
They were sleeping so soundly. Giu&n snored gently. Leave 
them a little longer! 

What would I not have given for a cup of coffee! 

At length it got light. At 5.40 a.m. I tried to awaken my 
friends singing ‘pa-pi-pa-pk-papk-papaaaa’, the reveille of the 
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army. Nobody stirred. My companions did not seem to be 
military-minded. When I lifted one of the tent poles and 
allowed the tent to settle down on them they protested and 
rose. 

While I rolled up the tent and they prepared to move, we 
nibbled some biscuit and toffee. The tent was as wet as 
though it had been immersed in water. The same applied to 
the rucksacks and their contents, but this did not put us out 
of our good humour. Enzo was full of beans as always, 
although his town-shoes were as hard as wood and his yellow 
gaiters as stiff as a stockfish. 

It was fully light when we started. Needless to say my 
torch did not reappear. The steady rhythm of the march 
warmed us up quickly. 

We noted a track leading down from the sawmill and later 
a bridge spanning the stream. 

‘How right we were not to light a fire last night,’ I thought. 
‘We were still in the danger-zone.’ 

Following the stream as before, we approached the bridge 
in order to pass under it. Suddenly, between the tops of two 
tall trees and underlined by the dark timber of the bridge, 
there appeared a vision of Mount Kenya, as yet untouched 
by the sun, its thousand Gothic pinnacles black-violet against 
the pale opal sky, a glorious spectacle of rugged beauty. 

Only a moment I stood entranced, and then we heard from 
the direction of the sawmill the starting up of a motor-engine. 

‘They are coming,’ said Enzo. 

Were we to be caught on the very threshold of the in¬ 
habited world? Never! Away, under the bridge and through 
to the other side, running, sliding on the wet stones, with 
sodden shoes! No longer did we feel the weight of our 
rucksacks. 

The engine was in motion. It sounded like the panting of 
a Diesel, accompanied by the rattling and clashing of iron. I 
guessed it was a tractor. 

In no time it would be crossing the bridge. 

‘On, on, to the bend of the river!’ There lay freedom and 
safety. 

Pausing for a moment on a larger stone for a breathing 
spell I noticed on the opposite bank from the sawmill a log- 
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ging track winding into the forest. It bore recent tracks of 
plates, and as this was no place for Crusader or Sherman tanks 
I guessed they had been made by a Diesel-caterpillar. Did the 
tracks lead to some department of the sawmill inside the 
forest? It didn’t matter. Off we went again. 

We sweated as though it had been midday at Berbera. 

It was 6.4j by the time road and bridge were hidden 
behind the bend and before we could afford to slacken our 
efforts. The roaring of the engine and the rattling of the 
tracks of the tractor crossing the bridge were heard at that 
moment. The iron music was accompanied by the singing of 
natives - sawmill employees going to work. We had passed 
in the nick of time. 

Although trembling knees and panting breath invited us to 
rest, we decided to carry on a little further. Only when the 
voices of the natives and the roar of the tractor were lost in 
the distance, and Enzo showed signs of impending collapse, 
did we drop our loads at another bend where the first rays of 
die sun coloured the running water with gay gold. 

For a while we lay there recovering from the strain. Then 
Giuiin remarked: ‘If we had stopped to admire the peak .. .’, 
and I: ‘If I had wakened you only five minutes later . . .’ 

We stretched out our limbs in the sunshine, feeling like 
lizards in the first days of spring. 

‘Now, that we are at length free . . .’ Enzo said slowly; 
and Giuan and I divining what he had in mind because we 
felt the same craving, we all three exclaimed together: ‘Let’s 
have a coffee.’ 

We lit a fire between two stones and, when the water 
boiled - thanks only to the puffing of Giuan, as the wood was 
wet -1 put into it three teaspoons of aromatic coffee, allowed 
it to boil up three times according to the rules of cookery, 
added sugar and served it hot in the mugs over which Enzo 
stretched a piece of gauze as a filter. 

Solemnly we sipped the first hot drink of our escape, the 
‘first coffee in freedom’ for two years. Never in my life had 
I drunk better coffee. 

No one could have dissuaded us that we had passed the 
zone in which we might have been seen by men and recap¬ 
tured. Other dangers undoubtedly were in store for us; but 
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not from mankind, only from nature. ‘More honest dangers’ 
we qualified them. 

So hungry for adventure and hazard were we, so convinced 
of our good luck that joyfully and happily we went on into 
the forest towards the lonely equatorial peaks, into a world 
untainted by man’s misery and bright widi promise. 
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In which we traverse miles and miles of trackless tropical forest, 
and we meet three of its Biggest and not least dangerous inhabi¬ 
tants. 

can mere words describe the happiness of three prisoners 
of war who after months and months of preparation and 
worry have successfully avoided the initial dangers of being 
recaptured and are at last free? 

All the landscape around us reflected our happiness. Every¬ 
thing on that shining morning seemed young and fresh as it 
used to do during school holidays in one’s childhood, clear 
as after a shower of rain. 

All that morning we marched along the banks of the stream 
which maintained a regular course from east-south-east to 
west-north-west. 

Green-golden sunrays filtered through the foliage and were 
broken into a thousand reflections on the stream, foaming 
among smooth multi-coloured stones. As I walked along I 
thought over that fleeting vision of the peak we had had 
near the bridge. It seemed so near that it might have fallen 
upon us at that very moment. Surely it could not be so very 
far to the glaciers! 

We advanced, jumping from stone to stone where the banks 
were narrow or walking on the pebbles when the river-bed 
was dry on one side. Our gait was steadfast, calm; we felt that 
our main difficulties were over. Our eyes were free to ap¬ 
preciate the wonders disclosed by the forest at every step, 
amid colours so glamorous that nowhere in Europe could one 
have met with them, save only in dreams. 
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There were trees of great height, some with smooth slender 
stems like masts and some with their trunks almost invisible 
smothered under cloaks of creepers of every description which 
in places ran from tree to tree forming dark green walls; 
stately trees with stems supported by clear-cut buttresses 
between which one could park a car; enormous epiphytic 
fig trees with whitish, fluted or tentacle-like stems enfolding 
and suffocating dark cedars and resembling statues of gigantic 
wrestlers, Laocoons of the forest. Here were the ruins of a 
Gothic cathedral submerged by waves of green; there ropes, 
pipes and wires composed some huge machine. Poor modern 
man, amazed by the wonders of nature, can only describe 
these by comparing them with the monsters of our mechanical 
age! 

The undergrowth was so thick at times that except by 
carving out a trail with axe and bush-knife one could not hope 
to pass. 

Along the river there were flowers, some shining like flames 
against the dark background, others hanging pendulous like 
grapes toward the water; the yellow swords of gladioli; bell¬ 
flowers seeming to wait for the fairy of the tale who would 
ring them; pale pink or ochre-striped orchids and thistles 
with monstrous purple heads. 

Here and there were carcases of trees which had been struck 
by lightning or which had died of old age, sometimes span¬ 
ning the stream and showing their pitiful, useless roots or 
more often lying along the banks, already covered by newer 
and stronger creatures of the vegetal world striving with ruth¬ 
less inexorability, common not only to the life of the forest, to 
annihilate the defeated. 

There were countless birds, from graceful sun-birds with 
slender beaks and bright colours to harshly croaking lories 
showing in flight their blood-red wing feathers. Troops of 
monkeys jumped from branch to branch or tried to imitate 
Tarzan, swinging on creepers and uttering guttural cries. 
Butterflies of every size and colour dallied gracefully along 
the banks. 

Where the river formed quiet pools frightened black river 
ducks would fly off heavily at our approach, the wet plumage 
on their breasts shimmering like old gold. 
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At every bend of the stream new marvels made us either 
shout for joy like schoolboys on a holiday trip or murmur 
confused words in a low voice, as though unwilling to violate 
such beauty by talking. 

‘Do you realise that all this splendour will cost us only 
twenty-eight days’ confinement to the cells on our return?’ 

‘I would pay fifty-six days.’ 

‘I a hundred and twelve.’ 

‘Highest bid. Sold.’ 

Or: ‘I feel as if I were ten years younger.’ 

‘What? Only ten? Thirty!’ 

‘Then we should have to carry you in our rucksacks. Fancy 
having to carry a baby as well, as though we hadn’t para¬ 
phernalia enough!’ 

‘By the way, what do you think about it? Are the 
rucksacks less heavy or are we getting accustomed to the 
load? 

‘Look at those colobus monkeys!’ 

‘Where are they?’ 

‘They’re waiting for you!’ 

‘Yes. Now I can see them.’ 

With shrill cries they seemed to fly from the topmost 
brandies of one juniper to another. One had to twist one’s 
neck to follow their antics. A branch which had just been 
vacated osdllated rhythmically while the colobus travelled 
through the air with its white cloak streaming bright as a 
sail in the sun. 

Presently we noticed some bamboo-clumps on the banks. 
Was this the beginning of the bamboo-belt of which we had 
read in Stockley’s article? Or did this plant grow at a lower 
altitude here owing to seeds being carried down the stream 
from above by flood waters? 

Together with the bamboos there appeared the first paths 
trodden by large animals. These tracks ran more or less 
parallel with the stream, cutting across some of the bends, 
sometimes coming right down to the stream bed to provide 
drinking places, or so we imagined. What animals had made 
these tracks? No spoor was visible but the size and form of 
various droppings suggested buffalo as well as rhino and 
elephant. 
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‘It’s lucky that it is old stuff/ remarked Giuan, who was 
the only one amongst us to have had experience of big-game 
hunting. 

After eleven o’clock the sky suddenly became overcast and 
as though by witchcraft birds and butterflies disappeared, 
songs and hummings ceased. There was no breath of wind. 
A heavy silence hung over the forest. The murmur of the 
stream, hitherto so cheerful, seemed to have changed to a 
sullen grumble. 

"We too changed mood, losing the wish to joke and jest. I 
could not help toying with a thought I had so far successfully 
repressed: that we were perhaps the first white men to wander 
unarmed up this valley. 

The colours, so vivid a moment before, had become dull; the 
water which had glittered in the sun was now like molten 
lead. The trees stood motionless and my eye was caught more 
and more by the shape of the dead ones, stretching their bark¬ 
less and leafless white branches above the heads of their living 
brothers and seeming to call the world to witness their sorry 
plight. 

This silence became exasperating. Something was about to 
happen. But what? I tried to analyse my strange feeling but 
could not find a plausible explanation for it. Perhaps it was 
about to rain — nothing more. In that case 1 wished it would 
start. It would lessen our nervous tension. But not a drop fell. 

We did not leave the stream-bed even for a single step 
although the side-paths trodden by beasts offered an easier 
and shorter way. Instinctively we kept near the water where 
our field of vision was less restricted, but we did not feel 
comfortable. It was the same feeling as that of the night 
before, as though we were no longer alone, as though we 
were watched. I tried to persuade myself that it was an excus¬ 
able feeling in the night, the first night of our new life with¬ 
out arms and fire in a tropical forest, but utterly unjustifi¬ 
able and silly during the day. 

Later on, picking my way among the bigger stones in the 
stream bed in order to avoid slipping frequently into the 
water, I noticed blood-stains on some of them. Or was it 
reddish moss? No, it proved on closer examination to be 
blood. Old blood it was, splashed in irregular blotches on 
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the rough surface of the stones. Almost every stone I chose 
to step on had one. It was absurdly irritating. I tried to think 
of anything else but my eye automatically sought the next 
blot. I could not help imagining a sorely wounded beast, 
fleeing madly upstream for safety. 

We felt tired, tired of the nervous strain especially, tired 
of fear, because fear it was. When I asked myself what, after 
all, we were fearing, I could not help answering that it was 
nothing at all, and that was the most irritating part of it. 

Our breathing spells became more frequent. We started to 
sit back to back, each looking in a different direction with ice- 
axes, axe and panga ready to hand. 

I stared at every suspicious-looking leaf, creeper, branch 
or stone. It only increased my nervousness. 

Finally, to add to our feeling of extreme disquiet, I noticed 
in the soft earth near the water the print of a boot which 
showed no marks of hobnails and which pointed downstream. 
It was not very recent, the mud round the edges being hard¬ 
ened; but it was not too old. 

The absurdity of our fears became more evident and even 
ridiculous. It was like a chapter from a murder novel: blood¬ 
stained stones, a mysterious footprint. Did ‘he’ wound the 
beast? Who was ‘he’? And what was the beast? We gathered 
round like Sherlock Holmes and Watson. Neither a rhino nor 
an elephant would have been able to jump from stone to 
stone in that manner, nor could these beasts have stepped on 
stones much less than a square yard in size. Why on earth 
had the beast followed the stream instead of choosing some 
forest path? 

Then it started raining heavily and we felt relieved. 

Upstream the valley seemed to get broader. It was past 
one o’clock and we reckoned that we should allow ourselves 
plenty of time to collect firewood. We thought we should 
need a fire from one hour before nightfall until one hour after 
daybreak - that is a fire burning for fourteen hours, as on the 
Equator the night lasts almost exactly twelve hours. 

Thus on reaching a clearing beside a big bend of the river 
we decided to camp and to call it a day. Needless to say, as 
soon as the tent was pitched it stopped raining. We spread 
out our wet clothes on the rocks to dry and started working. 
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With panga, axe and knife we cleared some forty square 
yards round the spot chosen for the fire in order to give the 
guard a wide field of vision. We had no need to go far to 
collect firewood as the flood caused by the last rainy season 
had left plenty on the banks. We needed a lot, and while 
collecting it Giuim and I tried to get a rough idea of the sur¬ 
roundings of the place in which we should spend the night. 

We noticed much spoor of big animals and droppings 
which were disturbingly fresh. In a muddy spot by the river¬ 
side we could recognise clearly the eighteen-to-twenty-inch- 
wide footprints of big elephants, and in another place a high 
slope seemed to have offered an exciting toboggan run for a 
rhino. 

‘A nice spot, isn’t it?’ 

‘A regular zoo, it seems.’ 

‘One never knows. We might have struck something worse 
further on.’ 

We had a swim in the chilly water of the stream and then 
Giuim and I, regardless of the protests of Enzo, took the 
water put on the fire in preparation for dinner and we shaved. 
Enzo from the start had said that he would grow a beard, or 
as he put it a ‘Mount Kenya Imperial’. 

The meal followed: boiled rice with meat-extract, corned 
beef with onions fried in olive oil, tea and toffee. Enzo, 
appealing to the repressed desire of Giu&n and myself, tried 
hard to persuade us to ‘celebrate freedom’ with a drop, only 
a drop, of brandy. Gallantly we resisted and defeated him by 
two votes to one thus preserving the coveted liquor for a 
worse night. 

We lit a fire in a circle of stones to prevent it from spreading 
and settled down comfortably, leaning against our rucksacks. 
With quiet content we watched the smoke of our cigarettes, 
now and then lazily stirring the fire. 

It was the perfect and longed-for camping atmosphere. 

Sundown came. On the highest masts of die forest the red 
glow on the bark changed to yellow, then to violet. We 
watched the vultures seeking with slow and lazy wing-strokes 
a roosting place for the night. 

When darkness was complete all the world seemed to be 
centred around our fire. Spell-bound we watched the ever- 
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changing play of red lights against the dark screen of the 
forest. 

My first watch, from 11 p.m. to 1 a.m., passed uneventfully. 
The main task was to keep die flame high and at the same time 
to save as much wood as possible. When I was not nursing 
the fire I sat close to it, fascinated by the flames which 
resembled a waterfall in reverse, and listened to the peculiar 
sounds of night life in the forest - the already well-known 
scream of ‘they-kill-the-pig* and the voices of many other 
creatures of the night. Once, unforgettable, the trumpeting 
of an elephant echoed long and high in the valley. 

When for a while the fire did not need my continued atten¬ 
tion, I sketched the camp scene from close quarters. 

During my second watch, 4 a.m. to 6 a.m., sleep tried to 
overwhelm me several times as the soft, monotonous crashing 
of the burning wood and the murmuring gurgle of the stream 
made a soothing lullaby. 

One hour before dawn I was startled by a suspicious rust¬ 
ling of leaves upstream. I flourished the ice-axe and standing 
with my back towards the fire carefully shone the beam of 
Giu&n’s torch up and down the dense foliage, prepared at 
any moment to see the phosphor-gleaming eyes of some 
beast; but I saw nothing. To make quite sure I made a 
complete tour of the camp clearing, with no more success. 
Either our visitor had gone or I had been wrong. 

Fear plays funny tricks sometimes, I drought, and settled 
down again. 

At last the dawn came, grey and sulky though in the depths 
of the valley the gloom lasted longer. The coffee-water was 
on the fire and I called my companions. 

Enzo again had fever, a few points above 99 0 , but he was 
ready to carry on. Giu&n was packing his rucksack and I was 
trying, with a long sdck, to lift the pot of boiling water off 
the fire, when we were rudely disturbed. A crashing of 
branches, as though a heavy body had landed, was followed 
immediately by an angry grunt ending in a high-pitched snarl. 

The kettle slipped upsetting its contents into die fire. With 
the stick I furiously stirred the embers. A plume of sparks 
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ascended. Enzo threw on a bundle of dry twigs and as soon 
as they were well alight we swung them round above our 
heads. 

The beast, snorting and grunting, moved from our right 
side to our left, carefully refraining from showing itself out¬ 
side the protecting foliage but not yet ready to leave us alone. 
Again it uttered a growl ending in a high whine. We felt 
distinctly uneasy. Giuin threw a burning branch towards it. 
A fusillade of burning branches followed from my side. Enzo, 
jumping around with only one shoe on, collected our water- 
bottles and the empty cooking pot and started clanging on 
them with an ice-axe. (‘Clever chap,’ I remember having 
thought. ‘Surely he got this tip from the films-T/Wer Horn 
or the like.’) 

Together we screamed, shouted and whistled like mad. 
The beast answered by growling, hissing, snarling and grunt¬ 
ing. Eventually it retired with a most resounding snarl. 

We dropped our ‘weapons’ and looked at each other. 
Was it the dim light of dawn that made our faces look so 
pale? 

We retrieved our still burning missiles and after a quick 
breakfast, urgently needed, sought for some sign which would 
enable us to identify our early caller. We found none, which 
only prolonged our debate. 

I still believe it was a leopard as its peculiar grunting and 
its stubborn attempts to encircle us, while remaining carefully 
hidden, would not have been characteristic of any other animal. 
We shall never be sure, but we felt that it was as well that it 
had not introduced itself. 

Marching on up the river Enzo summed up our useless 
debate: ‘Whatever it might have been, do you know why it 
tried to get behind us? It wanted to find out if we were 
prisoners of war. Once it had seen the black patch on our 
grey shirts, it realised that we were “below the salt” and made 
off to look for a better restaurant.’ 

I do not think that in all the wide world there has yet been 
discovered a river which flows as the crow flies; but of all the 
streams I know, the Nanyuki is certainly the least addicted 
to what we should have considered a praiseworthy habit. 
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Doggedly we followed its convolutions, scrambling over 
rocks, sliding over wet stones, jumping and making very 
little progress at the cost of prodigious effort. Less than ever 
did we wish to leave the comparatively good field of vision 
of the stream-bed for the beast-trodden paths which often 
converged on the stream, giving out a most peculiar animal 
smell as of a zoo. 

It was not that we feared to meet our leopard again, for 
we knew that felines were of nocturnal habits. Above all it 
was the rhino that we feared. I had been told that on roads in 
the districts around Mount Kenya there were posters reading 
beware of rhino. For a driver in his car this is easy. He 
steps on the accelerator and, except in extraordinary instances, 
he gets away. If he is on safari he probably has his rifle at 
hand. But what can wretched laden prisoners do? I wondered. 
Climb a tree? All right. But when a suitable tree is not at 
hand? Well, the rhino does not always charge. But when it 
charges? 

I was busy with consideration of the sort, when - or was 
it my excited imagination? -1 saw a grey-black mass some 
two hundred yards away rubbing itself against a small tree. 

My companions who no less than myself were expecting 
some odd meeting stopped as I did. 

‘Rhino,' whispered Giu&n. 

‘What shall we do?’ asked Enzo. 

‘Avoid giving him our scent,’ I said staring at the animal. 
‘The wind is in his favour.’ 

The beast seemed still unaware of us as it carried on with 
its skin-massage without showing us its head. Anyhow the 
situation demanded instant action and we started off hot 
foot; of course, in retreat. 

We sat for a good twenty minutes on a rock which emerged 
like an islet from the stream, and sucked barley-sugar. 

‘Well,’ said I, when I saw that my companions were, like 
me, thoroughly bored, ‘we can’t wait till evening, roosting 
here. Or did we escape from the British to become prisoners 
of a rhino?’ 

So we picked up courage, rucksacks and ice-axes and went 
on again. The beast had gone. When we reached the tree 
we saw that its white barkless wood shed tears of resin and 
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around it the muddy ground was trampled in such a way that 
not one footprint was clear enough to enable us to identify 
the beast with certainty. 

‘Gosh,’ said Enzo. ‘It must have been pretty itchy!’ 

We did not inquire deeply because we were not in the 
mood to do so and it was getting late. I confess frankly that 
we were afraid. Nothing can prevent one from being afraid, 
no military or civil regulation. One can only be forbidden 
to show fear. We did our best and marched on. 

The bamboo along the banks became higher, thicker and 
more continuous. The young culms along the numerous paths 
leading down to the river-bed seemed to have been browsed 
down by elephants, we supposed. 

Not only did the paths show that this part of the valley was 
a favourite haunt for these big beasts, but we also noticed huge 
clearings trodden in the forest by innumerable powerful feet. 
Every sign of vegetation here was obliterated, puddled into 
a mass of thick mud, and the trees around these openings 
showed signs of having been rubbed for some six feet above 
ground level. We wondered for what purpose the elephants 
had cleared those stretches of forest. Enzo’s assumption that 
they spent their week-ends playing soccer there was promptly 
rejected. For what sort of meetings, then? Playgrounds for 
the little ones or for duels among rivals? Or for the dances, 
‘the sight that never man saw’ but Kipling’s little Toomai? 

Now, after having learnt more about the private life of the 
elephant, I believe the clearings were made by them to get 
into the sun and to avoid the dripping of water from trees 
after rain. Not many years ago, when white men had not yet 
encroached so closely round Mount Kenya, the elephants 
used to leave the forest for the open plains during the rains. 
Now they are probably compelled to use ersatz °P en plains, 
on a smaller scale. 

Anyhow we felt a sense of awe in being lucky enough to 
get a glimpse of the domestic habits of the largest of living 
terrestrial mammals. 

Again the valley narrowed, and the river no longer flowed 
in what one is accustomed to call a bed. One could call it a 
staircase, or better still a staircase after an earthquake or a 
blitz. The water did not run over pebbles or stones but 
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between rocks, foaming and screaming over and among big 
boulders. We advanced slowly, mainly crawling on all fours, 
sometimes negotiating boulders in veritable climbs to be 
accomplished only without rucksacks which the last man, 
Giuiin, had to push up to us. 

On a rock we found a round hole, washed out by centuries 
and centuries of erosion by a big stone kept in motion by 
the streaming water. I had observed this phenomenon often 
on lime-stone in the Eastern Alps, but had never seen it on 
a harder formation as is, for instance, the basalt-like stone of 
the lower Nanyuki valley. 

Enzo, true ‘son of our times’, rejected my semi-scientific 
explanations. ‘Look,’ he said, ‘now I realise at last why there 
are so many elephants in this valley. It is an elephant-factory. 
They are made on assembly lines like motor-cars, and this 
hole is the mould for their feet.’ 

At a place where the sun was shining on a smooth rock 
near the water we stopped for a short lunch of biscuit and 
toffee, spreading out our soaked boots and socks beside us 
to dry in the meantime. It had already become our habit to 
keep watch in every direction, so I sat one side of the narrow 
stream near our drying footwear and my companions on the 
far side, some six or seven yards from me. 

I was just dipping a piece of dry biscuit into the river to 
allow it to swell and give me a real mouthful when the bam¬ 
boo-thicket, some thirty yards behind my companions, parted. 

Walking in our direction towards the stream was a wonder¬ 
ful, solitary, bull-elephant. 

I say ‘wonderful’ on purpose because my first impression 
was not of fear, either for my friends or for myself, but one 
of genuine, deep admiration. No other creature, I thought, 
could represent in such a perfect way the strength, the dignity, 
the gravity and majesty of creation. 

At last I roused myself and shouted to my companions; 
‘Look!’ 

They turned their heads towards the huge brute and leapt 
to their feet. Never in my life shall I forget the spectacle of 
my two bare-footed friends gazing amazed at the amazed- 
looking elephant, scarcely twenty yards from them. 

He was the first to take the initiative. 
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Renouncing his drink when only a few yards from the 
water he stopped and gave each one of us a short, almost 
contemptuous glance from his little vivacious eyes. Then he 
lifted his trunk almost vertically, together with his age-worn 
reddish-brown tusks, and dropped it gently and slowly in a 
disdainful half-circle. Immediately after that he wheeled in a 
right-about-turn, surprisingly swift for such a huge body, and, 
nonchalantly waggling his ridiculous-looking short tail and 
flapping his umbrella-like ears, ascended the path by which he 
had approached. A moment later his black shining back, sur¬ 
rounded by a halo of midgets, was hidden by the leaves which 
bowed to his passage and then closed fan-like as though to 
mark the end of the show. 

For a long time we stood where we were, gazing spell¬ 
bound at the closed curtain as if blinded by an unnatural 
vision. 

Had we not met at close quarters the king of the forests of 
Mount Kenya? 

‘Was he not worth the twenty-eight days’ cells?’ 

‘He was worth everything, all our past and future toils.’ 

Trudging on along the river we arrived at a spot where 
the water had smoothed the rocky walls of both sides in such 
a way that there were no footholds to be found. The place 
looked like a huge basin in which the stream flowed slowly 
and quietly without a wave. We had to circumvent this spot, 
passing through the forest above it. 

It was more easily said than done. While ascending we 
tried to pull our way up by grasping the roots of small trees 
- the slope was too steep for big ones to grow - stems and 
creepers, but soon we experienced what it meant to shake the 
century-old balance of forest life. The roots we grasped 
transmitted the motion to their parent plants which quivered 
and, through inter-communicating creepers, moved other 
plants, mainly bamboos. In this way dead bamboos, which 
if never touched would have rotted in situ, fell suddenly. In 
falling they tried to strike the head of one or other of us, a 
joke which they seemed to enjoy because it happened too 
frequently for our taste. Other plants, preferably thorny ones, 
or heaps of dead leaves and twigs and such-like rubbish of the 
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forest would be dragged down with them. For a while we 
just clung to our handholds, helpless and immobilised by our 
rucksacks, and everything came over us like an avalanche. 
When the forest seemed to have finished cleaning itself we 
dared to raise our noses and proceed, climbing the steep slope 
mainly from bamboo to bamboo. Sometimes we found a 
culm which would not collapse as soon as seized, or a living 
root which would withstand a pull and which was not a mere 
embellishment; and slowly we gained height. 

The next problem with which we were confronted was how 
to traverse along the same contour, until we reached a spot 
where we could rejoin the river upstream from the rocky 
basin. 

The bamboos were so closely spaced that we could scarcely 
get between them widt our rucksacks. We did not actually 
touch the soil with our feet, but scrambled along on a sort of 
trashy carpet of forest-rubbish which had accumulated above 
the base of the bamboos. This carpet proved treacherous 
although it looked pleasant, and often we sank through it 
knee-deep. Without the help of my companions I should have 
remained there permanently. At other times the super-struc¬ 
ture of my rucksack would get entangled in creepers, and as I 
advanced I would drag along big samples of vegetation. 
These, released with a pull, would spring back right into the 
face of Enzo who followed. It was no pleasure for him, inas¬ 
much as it was the first time in his life, he told us, he had had 
at his feet a sheer drop of some fifty feet. Luckily he did not 
feel giddy during this first rehearsal of mountaineering. 

After we had endured a good half-hour of monkey-like 
scrambling, the valley got broader and we managed to des¬ 
cend to the river on the far side of the basin, crawling like 
rats down the big stem of a large dead tree to do so. 

Further on we again noticed elephant paths leading to the 
stream, and they bore plenty of fresh footmarks. 

At 1.30 p.m. we agreed that we should camp at the first 
suitable spot. For a long time we found none as the over¬ 
whelming vegetation on both banks concealed every feature 
of the ground, and the only openings were the animal paths. 
On these for obvious reasons we did not think it ‘hygienic’ 
to camp. We then saw some caves in a rock provided with an 
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elegant curtain of creepers, and roomy enough-so far as 
we could estimate by the size of the entrance - to give com¬ 
fortable shelter to the three of us; but what if animals had had 
the same brilliant idea before us and had established them¬ 
selves there? 

It got later and later and by now we were thoroughly 
tired. 

At Enzo’s suggestion I climbed a huge boulder which, 
being hat-topped, looked as though it might 01161* a natural 
fortress with enough room for tent and fire. Once on top I 
noticed with disappointment that the layer of earth with 
which it was covered was too shallow for tent-pegs and 
poles. 

Again we went on sliding, climbing, scrambling. 

Presently Enzo pointed to a bank of pebbles, in a corner 
between two rocks: ‘What about camping there?’ 

‘The tent-poles would not stick in the loose pebbles.’ 

‘Instead of pitching the tent, could we not build a sort of 
shed with bamboo poles and light a fire at the entrance?’ 

I considered the spot too wet, being at the very edge of 
the stream, and carried on alone for half a mile in search of a 
better place; but having found none returned and accepted 
the solution proposed by Enzo. 

In the meantime Giu&n had climbed the slope above the 
selected bivouac place and was shouting to me. 

‘News of the top floor of our house?’ 

‘Come on and you shall see.’ 

I reached him - it was heavenly to climb without a 
rucksack - and saw a clearing trampled systematically by 
elephants amidst the bamboos. Spoor and droppings were very 
recent. 

‘An elephant flat?’ 

‘I suppose so. Do you think that the owners will come 
home to-night?’ 

‘We shall see.’ 

During the next three hours we cut poles for Enzo’s shed 
and collected firewood. Enzo built a roof above the pebble 
bank and covered the bamboos with the tent and ground- 
sheet. In the event of rain we had a fairly good shelter. 

Having lit the fire we cooked our dinner. The menu was 
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the same as that of the night before. After a long discussion 
we forced Enzo to renounce his turn as a watchman, as he 
was too tired. 

JANUARY 28 TH 

Giu&n shook me. 

‘What’s the time?’ 

‘Half-past one.' 

We had divided the night into two halves and the luck of 
the toss had allotted to me the second half, which was the 
worse. Guicin handed the wristwatch over to me and while 
I got out of the flea-bag he passed me the ‘watch-orders’. 

‘Here are the dry logs, there the dry bamboos and these 
are wet ones which make a frightful smoke.’ 

‘Where is the torch?’ 

‘There, hanging from the shed.’ 

‘Beasts?’ 

‘None.’ 

‘Did the people of the upper flat not come home?’ 

‘So far they have not.’ 

‘I always thought pachyderms were good family-men and 
model husbands. I see that this is no longer a tenable theory. 
They are evidently club-men.’ 

‘We shall write a scientific treatise. New evidence....’ 

‘Not now. You had better go to sleep until daybreak.’ 

‘Good night.’ 

‘Good night.’ 

The night seemed intolerably long. The dry bamboo-culms 
were devoured in a flash by die fire which had to be replenished 
almost immediately. The moist ones behaved equally badly. 
They became twisted, wept tears of dirty water, whistled and 
sent down the valley a pungent and heavy smoke. 

Here, as in Alpine valleys, a warm breeze blows from the 
lowlands during the day and a cool breeze from the mountain 
sets in soon after nightfall; sooner perhaps than in the Alps. 

Once it seemed to me that the river added to its habitually 
monotonous song a deeper, quicker note. Or was it the growl 
of some beast? Armed with torch and ice-axe I leapt on to a 
large stone surrounded by water, whence I hoped to get a 
better view. I looked and listened in vain. I stood there for a 
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long time as the scene viewed from the river in the full night 
was very beautiful. So narrow were the banks that the 
branches of trees from opposite banks were interlaced and 
the water ran below through a dark tunnel. Not a star shone 
through this thick ceiling. 

I sat down again near the fire and stocked it with new 
bamboos. 

The watch was very long. 

As we continued our march in the morning the valley be¬ 
came still narrower and we saw no more footmarks of great 
beasts. 

We caught one glimpse of a beautiful bushbuck which 
stared at us, probably wondering what strange creatures these 
were creeping along the river in such inhospitable country. 
Then rushing away up the slope he disappeared into the 
bamboos. 

We carried on, but it was no longer a march. We crawled, 
climbed, scrambled, slid and fell. This exercise on top of lack 
of sleep and insufficient food added to our awful weariness. 
And this was only the fifth day! 

At one spot we were faced by a long pool formed by the 
stream between smooth rock walls. We decided not to enter 
the forest in order to go around the pool, as we had done the 
day before in a similar case, but to ford it. We were lucky. 
The water was not too deep, and it was so clear that after we 
had made a bundle of our lower garments and had stepped 
into it, we could see exactly where to put our feet. The water 
was cold, but it was a welcome change from our boring rock¬ 
scrambling. 

On the far side we rested on a smooth horizontal rock and 
dried ourselves. 

For the next few hours the valley was so narrow that we 
never saw the sky at all, but only a ceiling of branches and 
twigs and leaves. The prevailing colours here were utterly 
un-European -1 might almost say un-earthly. They reminded 
me more of submarine scenes. Nowhere but in the Aquarium 
of Naples had I seen these blue-green half-lights and indigo 
half-shades. 

Fallen bamboos lying across the river-bed became more 
common. We had either to bestride them or to crawl under 
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them, thus adding further trials to our extremely slow pro¬ 
gress. 

After eleven o’clock the scenery changed abruptly and we 
found that whereas the stream had previously been flowing 
roughly from east to west, it now ran from south to north. 
The vegetation changed too, and we passed the only tree- 
ferns seen during the whole journey. The rock walls on either 
side became higher and higher and presently we found our¬ 
selves facing the junction of two streams. 

We put down our rucksacks and began to discuss which 
branch we should follow. It was not an easy problem to 
solve, because after all we could only guess which would be 
the more convenient for our purpose, the main Nanyuki or 
its tributary. And firstly, of course, we had to decide which 
was die main stream and which was the tributary. 

In order to settle this point I climbed a bamboo-covered 
knoll rising between the two streams. It had a flat top which 
would have offered an ideal bivouac-place, but it was too early 
to consider this. I found here beautiful dark red gladioli and 
bushes of the pink variety of helichrysum. 

My observation of the two branches of the valley was not 
easy owing to the thick bamboo-forest, but after a while I 
thought I had enough data on which to base my conclusions 
and scrambled down to rejoin my companions. 

‘The left branch of the valley looks broader and seemingly 
carries more water than the right one. At least it looks and 
sounds as though this is so. I infer therefore that the left 
branch is die main Nanyuki and the right one the tributary.’ 

‘Sorry to interrupt you,’ intervened Enzo, ‘I should like 
to ask you a question before you go any further with your 
guessing and reasoning.’ 

Both Giu&n and I were a little startled at the seriousness, 
almost solemnity, of Enzo. He had asked to put us a question ! 
We could not help smiling, so unusual was the tone of his 
voice. 

Enzo frowned. 

‘There’s nothing to smile at,’ he said, Tm not joking at all. 
I should only like to ask you something in order to save you 
wasting your time.’ 

‘Get on with it. Ask your question.’ 
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‘How have we marched until now? I mean to say, have we 
taken the left or right after reasoning or more or less at 
random, trusting to luck?’ 

Giuan and I laughed heartily. 

‘Of course by reasoning, as much as possible,’ I answered. 

‘Well then, I apologise.’ ' 

He lit a cigarette and sat down absent-mindedly, throwing 
pebbles into the water as if, after having heard my answer, 
the matter was no longer of any interest to him. He looked 
disappointed and I could not help thinking that he had hoped 
fervently to solve the question of taking the left or the right 
branch by the toss of a coin. 

Giuan and I rapidly made up our minds to take the tribu¬ 
tary. We hoped that, unlike the main stream, it would lead 
us straight uphill out of the forest. Once there, if we found 
that the tributary did not come from the glaciers it would not 
be difficult to reach these, owing to the better visibility above 
the tree zone. 

I still do not know whether we were right or wrong, 
because I still do not know what the main stream valley is 
like. 

We soon felt that we were in fact on the tributary because 
the valley was steeper and more narrow, and we missed the 
ripple of the water. Our new stream flowed gently, with very 
little noise. The main direction of the valley was satisfactory, 
leading towards the south-south-east. 

At 3.30 p.m. we selected a place which seemed suitable for 
camping. It was near the stream, at the foot of a sheer wall 
of rock. 

After collecting firewood, mainly bamboos of which we 
were compelled to gather plenty, I tried to sketch the camp, 
with the bamboos forming a roof above the rock wall like a 
cathedral. 

For dinner we ate a full pot of porridge and fried the last of 
the onions with corned beef. Having had tea with toffee as a 
dessert, Enzo remarked that the rock wall at our back was 
dripping moisture, and that only a drop of brandy would be 
a safeguard against rheumatism. 

On being asked my opinion I left the decision to the doctor 
as rheumatism was in his line of trade. Giuin stated that the 
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moisture on the walls was an irrefutable fact and that a drop of 
brandy could not hurt. So I uncorked the bottle. 

When later on I settled down to my watch, the optimistic 
mood conveyed by the brandy had long since departed and 
gloomy thoughts overtook me as I sat alone by the fire. 

We had actually ‘marched’ only three and a quarter hours 
during the whole day. All the remainder of the time had been 
spent in resting or in tackling passages where two had to wait 
for the one who was actually scrambling on the rocks. 

Neither was there any sign whatsoever that we were near 
the gully which we had seen from the row camp with the 
binoculars, and which we guessed was about half-way to the 
summit. Inevitably, therefore, our trip would last far more 
than the ten days for which we carried rations, perhaps more 
than the fourteen we had announced as a maximum to our 
friends in the pow Camp and in our letter to the Compound 
Liaison Officer. 

Would we be able to reduce still further our consumption 
of rations? 

Probably by the time we reached the gully we should find 
the river nothing more than a series of waterfalls, and we 
should have to slash a trail through the forest. What this 
meant we had experienced the day before, while circumvent¬ 
ing the basin. Inside the forest we should do probably less 
than three and a quarter hours of actual marching and by the 
time we tackled the actual mountaineering work we should 
be not only at the end of the food, but also near the breaking- 
point of our physical and nervous endurance 1 How would 
our nerves react to such a strain after two years of barbed 
wire and almost eight without rock-climbing? The main peak 
of Mount Kenya, Batian, had been a hard nut to crack for 
a world-famous Alpine guide like Brocherel, who like our¬ 
selves did not know the easiest, or at any rate least difficult 
route! 

Enzo’s health caused much anxiety. He carried on with 
praiseworthy fortitude and spirit, but what would happen 
should he get worse? We should not be able to carry him in 
an emergency-stretcher, scrambling from boulder to boulder. 
The only thing to do would be for one of us to stay with him 
and for the other to make his way back to ask for a relief 
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party. The same would apply should one of us break a leg, 
and it was a miracle that this had not already happened. 

And so on. 

But all things considered I saw no reason why we should 
give in and return defeated just yet. At the camp our absence 
would already have been noticed and to risk being punished 
for a failure would be too much to bear. We had prepared 
for this trip for many months and had planned it so carefully, 
and after all we had had good luck. If we retreated now, 
before we were half-way, we should bitterly repent it once 
we got back to the horrid life of the barracks. 

‘No,’ I concluded, noticing with a pang of worry that I had 
already reached the stage of answering myself, ‘let us carry on, 
carefully but stubbornly; and now more bamboo on the fire.’ 

I flung another bundle of bamboos into the flames, which 
rose high. 

The gentle murmur of the stream seemed sometimes to 
waver, starting again with a few halting notes. 

I thought that the river too had its moments of weakness. 

JANUARY 2C)TH 

The dampness of the moisture-laden rock forming our 
shelter had got us 'in the bones’ as Enzo said in the morning, 
but it was not he who seemed to have suffered. It was Giukn, 
who immediately after getting up seemed to me to behave in 
an odd manner. So slowly did he move when packing his 
rucksack that it struck me that he was not feeling well. 

Although I had seen our equipment spread out like this 
every morning, to-day for the first time I really appreciated 
how much of it there was. It seemed unbelievable that only 
three men had undertaken the task of carrying everything. 

While Enzo was busy with the breakfast-coffee I asked 
Giu 4 n: ‘What’s the matter with you? You look a little crest¬ 
fallen.’ 

‘I think I had a touch of fever last night.’ 

‘Do you feel able to carry on, or would you prefer a day 
of complete rest?’ 

‘Not down here anyhow. But it’s all right. I can carry on.’ 

Later he inquired sot to voce : ‘Tell me, how many hours’ 
actual marching did we do yesterday?’ 
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‘Three and a quarter.* 

‘I thought it was something like that.’ 

‘Now tell me please,* I asked him, trying to exchange secret 
for secret, ‘what temperature did you have last night?’ 

‘One hundred and one degrees.’ 

‘Was it no more than that?’ 

‘No more, I think. I suppose I was over-excited because I 
surprised myself talking English aloud to an imaginary chap 
who had come to fetch us. I tried to persuade him to let us 
go on.’ 

We moved off later than we had done so far. Now and 
then I watched Giu&n and tried to regulate my gait by his. 
‘He is a doctor after all,’ 1 thought. ‘He must know whether 
he’s fit to carry on or not.’ 

Great was our joy when, after about an hour’s march, we 
reached the foot of a high waterfall formed by our stream. It 
was the first rocky step of the gully! We were near the 
point which we supposed lay half-way between the camp and 
the peak. Giuiln seemed to cheer up. Together we had ob¬ 
served from the camp for hours at a time, and with the binoc¬ 
ulars, the valleys radiating from the peaks of Mount Kenya, 
and we had noticed that each one at a certain altitude became 
a gully at the top of which the light green of the bamboo- 
belt gave way to the dark green of giant heath. We hoped to 
be able to reach this heath the same day. 

Thus we plunged into bamboo-forest in higher spirits than 
usual. First we had to tackle moss-covered rocks, then the 
steep bamboo-covered slope. It was not easy to distinguish 
the sound bamboos from the rotten ones, and frequently we 
caught hold of the latter which gave way. 

Slowly we gained height and soon we could no longer hear 
the noise of the waterfall. When we rested we missed the 
voice of the stream to which we had grown accustomed during 
the past three days and nights. 

No leaf rustled, neither bird nor insect seemed to haunt this 
God-forsaken valley; too seldom was to be heard the click of 
one bamboo against another. It resembled gruesomely the 
sound of rattling bones but it was, paradoxically, at least a 
sign of life. 

As we sat during our frequent breathing spells there was 
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complete silence, such as I have experienced in no other forest 
but only in the mile-deep caves excavated by water in the 
limestone of my native Venezia Giulia. Such was the absence 
of noise that one could hear only the beating of the blood in 
one’s temples. 

1 felt so aloof from the world that I longed for the moment 
when we should strike the stream again. 

When we thought we had made sufficient height we stop¬ 
ped climbing and started crossing the forest along the general 
line of the contour. In this we were faced with the necessity 
of crossing little valleys, the bottom of each covered with 
layers and layers of forest debris - mainly a springy, trashy 
bamboo carpet covered with earth, dead leaves, and many 
plants among which were giant nettles. The latter introduced 
themselves readily, leaving on my bare fore-arms blisters the 
size and painfulnes9 of which well accorded with the name 
of the plants which provoked them; for the Swahili call them 
majani-ya-moto, fire-leaves. At the time we did not know this, 
but the name has my full approval. 

After much toil and heavy work with our big bush-knife 
we again reached the stream, although by now this desig¬ 
nation was scarcely justified as it consisted of a mere chain of 
pools and waterfalls. We rested a while and again entered 
the forest, this time, for a change, on the left side of the valley. 

Up we scrambled, cutting our way and grasping bamboos, 
until we met huge, strange rocks, which reminded me un¬ 
pleasantly of the concrete rocks built in zoos for the larger 
felines. 

When visiting a zoo, I always used to commiserate with 
the animals not only on account of their being prisoners but 
also because of their surroundings as I thought these were 
usually too artificial to remind them of their natural resorts. 
Above all, I thought, the concrete rocks would appear to the 
beasts to be nothing less than a colossal blunder. Now I have 
changed my outlook on the matter. Not that I no longer 
commiserate with beasts in zoos; on the contrary I do so 
more than ever, having lived myself for more than four years 
in a cage of barbed wire. But after having seen the rocks on 
Mount Kenya in this part of the valley, I am almost ready 
to apologise to the zoo-builders for having thought their 
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concrete rocks unnatural. I say ‘almost 5 on purpose because 
we did not relish the idea of ascertaining whether, in the many 
caves among these strange rocks, there were indeed wild 
animals living in freedom. 

Accordingly we quickened our pace and sped down towards 
the stream using a well-trodden but extremely steep path which 
we thought must have been built by former or actual inhabit¬ 
ants of the rocks. 

We entered the forest on the far side of the rocks and carried 
on, grasping bamboos, cutting undergrowth and gaining 
height again. After two more hours passed in this wearisome 
work we met the stream in a broader part of the valley. We 
could now advance more or less up the stream-bed, greatly 
to the relief of Giu&n who seemed very tired. 

On a rock we saw droppings which Giukn stated to be 
those of a leopard. 

Eventually, high above the bamboos and surmounting a 
wall of rock, a fringe of dark trees appeared on the horizon. 
We looked again and again with the binoculars; it could be 
nothing but the heather. There was no hope of reaching it 
to-day. Giuki had done too much already. 

We camped in a glade near a stream, after three and a half 
hours of actual marching. It was a strange scene. The heather 
bushes, the first we had come across, looked like poor little 
Christmas trees to be sold for a few pence, northern children 
lost in the equatorial African bamboo forest. 

Giukn lay down on a rock in the sun and was covered by 
Enzo with two blankets; he ate two aspirin-tablets and we left 
him sweating while we started working. 

First we had to clear a camping place big enough for tent 
and fire, then to pitch the tent and to collect firewood. While 
cutting and gathering logs and bamboos we soon felt the 
want of Giu&n’s strong arm. 

At a small pool formed by the stream I washed some socks 
and handkerchiefs, interrupting my work in order to dive into 
the pool at Enzo's request. He had dropped his bush-knife and 
there it lay shining on the pebble-covered bottom in the 
crystal-clear water. I fished it out, and while Enzo lit the fire 
to cook our dinner, I shaved off a three-days beard. 

As Enzo told me later, merely to watch me performing 
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domestic duties like washing linen and shaving ‘in the wilder¬ 
ness as though we were at home’ reassured him greatly as to 
the happy end of our adventure. I remarked that at home I 
used neither to wash my own linen nor shave at a pool; but 
was agreeably interested to note once more how little, and 
seemingly silly, events reacted on one’s spirits. 

By evening Giuln’s temperature had dropped to normal. 
The happy outcome of his illness gave us a good excuse to 
add to our porridge a heaped spoonful of meat-essence and 
to drop into our tea a little of the treasured brandy. 

As Giu&n insisted on taking his share of guard-duties, Enzo 
and I allowed him the first watch, from 8 p.m. to 10 p.m., and 
divided the rest of the night between ourselves. 

Giu&n was without fever and we made an early and hopeful 
start. 

Our stream, as regards the quantity of water it carried, had 
already become no more than a rivulet but the going became 
still worse. A number of waterfalls again compelled us to 
climb through the forest which appeared to be even richer in 
‘traps’ than on the previous day. To the springy carpets of' 
rotten bamboos and to the nettles were now added deep and 
soft cushions of moss, into which one sunk knee-deep as 
though into high snow. 

Towards midday we traversed once more along the con¬ 
tour and reached our stream amidst a veritable botanical 
garden. White helichrysum-bushes and cushions of moss and 
tiny flowers seemed to have been arranged so as to show 
contrasts of colour to the best advantage. And what colours I 
Every shade of yellow, from ivory to ochre, every shade of 
green from mould to emerald, was to be seen. The ‘garden’ 
even overhung the borders of the stream, touching it, so that 
not a sound of running water could be heard. 

I happened to look back down the valley and what I saw 
was a very pleasing vision indeed. Beyond several theatre- 
wings of diminishing hills, clad with dark-green forest, the 
yellow, barren plains of Nanyuki stretched out in a seemingly 
limitless vista. 

The refracted glare over the plains shimmered like silver. 
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We reckoned that we had now surmounted the worst diffi¬ 
culties of the gully, and were at the edge of the open alps and 
the heather. More than half the distance from the camp to the 
peaks seemed to have been covered. 

Near a shiny white everlasting bush we stopped in the 
shade of a rock wall, oddly sculptured by the stream, and 
celebrated our success with a lunch composed mainly of the 
last of the hardboiled eggs. Their smell and taste after having 
been squashed for more than a week inside the rucksacks 
reminded me of reports by Far Eastern travellers about 
Chinese egg-delicacies, but we ate them courageously and 
completely. Not a single crumb was lost. 

As we went on up the valley we soon realised that we were 
by no means on the open alps and out of the gully. The 
latter got even more narrow and on either side the rock walls 
rose smooth and high. There was no possibility of going 
through the adjoining forest; we could only retreat to our 
lunching place or perhaps even further back. So we carried 
on scrambling up the huge boulders of the stream - hoping 
for the best. 

The stream led us presently into a natural tunnel, about 
eighty feet long. We passed through this wading knee-deep 
in the roaring torrent, and when we emerged on the far side 
we found ourselves at the bottom of a big cauldron where the 
stream formed a pool. The outlet of this was the tunnel we 
had just passed through and the inlet a waterfall. We looked 
all round at the barren rocks. No way seemed to lead out of 
this pretty kettle of fish. 

We did not like the idea of retreating for hours with the 
hope, but with no certainty, of finding a trail through the 
forest. We therefore examined the rocks closely on both sides 
of the waterfall to explore the possibility of ascending them 
by an actual rock climb. We found a ‘route’ in the end. 

A mossy couloir on the left of the waterfall led to a ledge, 
which became more and more narrow as it approached die 
waterfall itself, and ended at the foot of a vertical crack. This 
crack terminated on the platform whence the waterfall started, 
but as it was only a few inches broad we could not guess if 
there were sufficient handholds for climbing it or not. Only 
by trying and testing it out could we solve the .problem. 
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We climbed to the very end of the ledge, hauling our ice- 
axes and rucksacks up with a rope. Then I had a close look 
at the crack. It overhung for the first eight or ten feet. Giuan 
wedged himself into the bottom and gave me a shoulder. 

‘Be quick, please,’ he said, ‘because I don’t feel very steady.’ 

The crack offered a few shallow holds for my left hand and 
left foot. On the right side I had to use the rocks smoothed 
by the waterfall, when it carried more water after the rains. 

Blessing my parents for having given me my six feet of 
height, I overcame the pitch. On the upper platform a big 
boulder proved an ideal anchor for a rope-ring. I made one 
and passed the main rope into it. A few minutes later Enzo, 
followed by our paraphernalia, and lastly Giu&n joined me 
after the first actual mountaineering exploit of our trip. 

The other rocks were tackled without ropes and half an 
hour later we stepped out of the gully on the heath of the 
open alps. 

So abrupt was the change in the landscape that the eye 
instinctively sought for a glimpse of the familiar bamboo; but 
now had we paid a million pounds for one we could not have 
found it. 

A primeval silence hung over the rolling plateau. The 
stream veered silently between moss-covered boulders. Gentle 
slopes were covered with dark-green giant headier, festooned 
with the long grey lichen appropriately called ‘old man’s 
beard’. The undergrowth was scarcely knee-high and was 
composed mainly of the bush-helichrysum with white papery 
flowers. The air was cool and unbelievably clear, although 
colours were less bright and less improbable than in the forest 
below. Everything seemed more sedate in this new world, 
almost solemn as though there was a spell in the air. 

Our amazement and pleasure gave way to mixed feelings 
when one of us, quoting Stockley’s article, observed that 
‘Rhino like lying up in the Giant Heather.’ 

Walking upstream we soon found rhino spoor with the 
diree peculiar rounded toe-prints, distantly reminiscent of 
clubs on playing cards. 

Enzo, looking at them and sighing for the bridge-table in 
his barrack, exclaimed, half gloomy and half smiling: 
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‘One club 1 ’ 

‘No trumps. We really have none/ 

‘Three clubs!’ insisted Enzo, headlong as always. 

‘And what if a rhino doubles you with its horns?’ 

No rhino materialised however and as the sky was clouding 
up rapidly and mist already enveloped the upper slopes we 
had hastily to seek a suitable camping place. 

The riverside offered none. We left Enzo to watch the 
rucksacks and climbed a rhino path, shouting at the abandoned 
bridge-player. 

‘One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight clubs 1’ 

Eventually Giuan and I reached the summit of a knoll. On 
three sides there was a rather sheer drop and on the fourth 
we decided to light the fire. 

We were about to descend to call Enzo and to fetch our 
kit when a gentle breeze rose from the mountain, and passing 
through the thousand needle-like leaves of the heath played 
on them a tenuous, soft, weird music. It started piano like a 
tune on a flute and it increased, meftoforte, forte, till it resembled 
a magic harp concert. 

We looked at each other and listened fascinated. The 
arpeggio rose and fell, and as it rose it was accompanied 
by a deeper music which started like the fluttering of 
wings and strengthened to the sound of a double-bass, 
caused by branches of heath-trees rubbing one against the 
other. 

I have never listened to anything so eerie, so unearthly. We 
both felt very humble. Were we worthy of hearing this 
wondrous music? 

Mist enveloped us as we brought our loads to the camp¬ 
site and as soon as I had unfastened the tent from the super¬ 
structure of my rucksack it started raining as it rains only on 
the Equator and a cold wind set in, cold as it blows only at 
11,000 feet. 

We were not ready for such an attack. The tent was not 
yet pitched nor the surrounding ditches dug. We sat com¬ 
pressed into as small a space as possible and tried in vain to 
keep ourselves dry, together with the rucksacks and a few 
dead branches with which we intended to start a fire as soon 
as the wrath of the elements allowed us to do so. 
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It soon became evident that our strenuous struggle to cover 
everything by holding the tent over us was born of wishful 
thinking. With the best will in the world the poor tent could 
not accede to our demands. It had been designed to shelter 
two men lying down and was only eight feet long, four feet 
broad and three feet high. 

There we sat while the wind blew and the rain came down 
like a waterfall. The flounces of the tent were continually 
lifted by gusts of wind and time seemed to stand still. The 
storm lasted two full hours. 

Conversation languished as we got more and more wet. 
There was nothing to discuss, apart from some silly wish 
beginning: ‘Let’s hope .. 

From the start we had agreed to put a ban upon any topic 
dealing with war or politics as we heard enough of these 
subjects in the camp where moreover it had been my weekly 
duty to review news and to keep die maps illustrating the 
various theatres of war up to date. As regaids camp life in 
general we had enforced a law which enjoined us to speak 
about it only in the past tense. For instance, if one of us 
wished to mention something that had occurred during the 
past two years we had spent as prisoners, he had to start the 
sentence: ‘When I was a prisoner . . .’ or ‘When I was at 
354 camp.’ This had given us a lot of fun, because trans¬ 
gressions of the law were frequent and were followed by 
long, pseudo-serious comments. One said, for example: ‘In 
our camp .. .’ and the others were quick to mock him: ‘Do 
we own a camp? Why have you not mentioned it before?’ 
And so on. 

Now nobody was in the right mood for a joke. 

When at last the weather cleared, we were completely 
soaked and had not a single dry rag to put on. Happily we 
were compensated for this by the wonderful view, which for 
a few moments allowed us to forget impending pneumonia 
and rheumatism. As the mists started to lift, the setting sun 
illuminated a group of rocks towering above the heath-lands. 
We christened them immediately ‘The Castles’ as castles they 
really resembled, castles after a legendary battle, their jagged 
ramparts blood-stained and their misty tattered flags still 
hanging from the topmost towers. 
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Leaving these fantasies of our imagination we turned to 
the more immediate necessities of life. Enzo was entrusted 
with the building of quarters for the night in which we three 
and all our belongings would be sheltered in the event of 
more rain blowing up. Nor could the possibility of a snow¬ 
storm be excluded as from the camp we had observed that 
snow sometimes reached the heather-belt, although at this 
altitude it did not lie on the ground for more than a few hours. 

While Enzo was hauling ropes and fastening groundsheets 
and blankets on to quivering heath stems or damp mossy 
rocks, Giuan and I, armed with axe and panga, set out to 
collect firewood. 

After the storm which had raged for a good part of the 
afternoon we could not find one single dry branch, but at 
least the exertion of cutting and cleaving wood did warm us 
a little. It was not easy to light the fire, but with the united 
strength of our lungs we started a poor flickering flame on 
which we put the water to boil for our dinner. 

Meanwhile the sky had cleared completely and, as on a 
map, we saw at our feet the plains of Nanyuki stretching out 
westward to the distant hills of Laikipia, and far away to the 
north-west the course of the northern Uaso-Nyiro which was 
fringed by a dark belt of vegetation. 

‘Look there! Isn’t that the railway line?’ 

‘Surely. And there is the wood close to the church of 
Nanyuki. And further on. . . . Yes, it is our camp!’ 

‘You’re wrong. It is not our camp that you see. It is the 
camp where we were prisoners.' 

‘I apologise,’ I answered studying the scene with the aid 
of the binoculars: ‘I can distinguish the big tar-black barracks 
of Compound e 1 ’ I added. ‘Would you mind pulling that 
branch towards you, so that I can see better? ... Thank you. 
It is Compound e!’ 

‘I can hardly believe that we were ever there!’ 

‘Neither can I. How far away it looks!’ 

Yes, it was aeons away. Had we really experienced all this 
or was it a dream? Queues for having a shower-bath, queues 
for filling a water bottle, queues for washing one’s linen, roll- 
calls in the morning, roll-calls in the evening, quarrels be¬ 
tween prisoners over a drop of cooking oil more or less, 
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secret wars for a piece of soap to be bandied among the thirty- 
two inhabitants of a barrack, the endless chattering and gossip¬ 
ing of idle people, all the hours, days, months, years spent 
in doing just nothing but trying to keep oneself sane and as 
clean as possible; and all that amid the most sickening petti¬ 
ness and meanness of human nature, as is inevitable in the 
confined, artificial life of people of all ages and conditions, 
on the wrong side of the wire. How remote that life seemed, 
and was! 

As we could see the camp, our friends in the camp ought 
to be able to see our bivouac, if only we could give them a 
signal. According to arrangements previously made, they 
would look out every evening between seven and nine o’clock 
to try to spot any fire lighted by us. 

‘A firel A huge fire after dinner 1 ’ we decided. 

We dragged in as many dead heather trees as we could 
find, and after dinner - during which we finished, as an anti¬ 
dote to the wet, the rest of our brandy - we lighted on our 
hill-top a fire which we reckoned would be seen not only 
by our friends in the camp, but also by the C.-in-C. himself. 

The wood burnt rapidly and the effect of the brandy was 
still more ephemeral, so that when we crawled into Enzo’s 
proud building we felt even colder than we had after the 
rainstorm. 

This night will remain in my memory as the worst of our 
whole trip owing to the intense cold which did not allow me 
to close an eye, and owing to the still greater weariness which 
prevented me from getting up to rekindle the fire until a 
few hours before dawn. 

At this uncertain hour I summoned all my determination. 
Scrambling out of Enzo’s draughty shelter I tumbled towards 
the fire-place. There I found the fire already lit; with Giu&n 
stocking it from time to time. 

‘What are you doing? You who yesterday were still sick? 
Didn’t we agree that we should have no guard to-night?’ 

‘I agreed at first but later I thought it better to watch. I 
have read that sometimes lions are found at over n,ooo feet.’ 

‘You go and have a good rest. I’ll watch the fire alone.’ 
I confess I felt moved, and we watched and tended the fire 
together. 
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At last the dawn broke, misty and extremely chilly. 

By half-past six we were already on our way following the 
brook, as it could no longer be called a stream. To follow it 
now was child’s play in comparison with the toil of previous 
days, but we ourselves were tired, especially after our bad 
night. 

It was Sunday, exactly a week after our escape, and we 
were not yet even in sight of our goal, but as the mists cleared 
and a glorious sun came out the whole landscape seemed to 
have put on its best Sunday clothes. 

The heather-crowned slopes were sprinkled with flowers: 
dark-blue bell-flowers, light blue myosotis, yellow butter¬ 
cups and white everlastings which became more stunted as 
we gained altitude. 

Butterflies and sunbirds flew joyously along the banks of 
the brook. The air, shiny and clear as in the high Alps, was 
full of the subtle scent of heather-resin. 

Lords of the scenery, the ’Castles’ raised their reddish 
towers against the deep blue sky. Resembling the Dolomite 
peaks of Cadore, they looked homely to me. 

With the greatest interest we examined the first lobelia 
plants, some spreading long white plumes in the breeze, 
others showing inside their hive-like conical structures little 
bright violet flowers which attracted insects of all species and 
sizes. 

The strange plants, the bright colours, the clean scent and 
the thin air gave us the impression of living in dream-land. 
At any moment we feared that we might wake up and find 
ourselves back behind the wire. Fortunately we saw no sign 
of rhino or buffalo but I was sometimes startled at the sight 
of rhino-like grey basalt boulders along our brook. 

Here the grass did not form a lawn-like carpet as in the 
Alps but grew in coarse, knee-high tussocky clumps separated 
by foot-deep ditches excavated by rain-water. As the ditches 
were hidden by the grass itself one risked spraining one’s 
ankle at every step and the going - heavily laden as we were 
- was even more tiring than that along the stream-bed in the 
forest. We cordially agreed with Stockley’s statement that 
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marching on the tussock-grass of Mount Kenya is sheer ‘toil 
and misery’. 

Presently, on reaching what appeared to be the head of the 
valley, we found that our tributary did not spring from the 
glaciers but from rivulets coming down fan-like from an 
amphitheatre of grassy slopes. Where, in a Greek amphi¬ 
theatre, the orchestra would have been located there was a 
boulder as high as a two-storied house with some fine heather 
trees growing on the top - a remarkable sight. 

We decided to climb over the left shoulder of the top of 
the valley in order to rejoin the main Nanyuki stream which, 
we supposed, ran on the far side of this ridge. We advanced 
therefore in that direction, aiming towards a high rocky out¬ 
crop which rose like the fingers of a giant against the sky. 
It resembled in miniature the famous Five Fingers of the 
Dolomites, and we called it ‘The Fingers’. 

We had refilled our waterbottles as we did not know when 
we should find water again, and our rucksacks seemed heavier 
than ever. 

Whether it was the four pounds extra weight I was carry¬ 
ing, the thin air, the sleepless night I had had, the ‘toil and 
misery 5 grass or a combination of all these I do not know, 
but I found that I could not take more than ten steps without 
having to stop for a long breathing spell. 

‘No,’ I told myself, ‘this isn’t the way in which your father 
taught you mountaineering. Slow, short, steady steps with¬ 
out resting, he said.’ I tried this but could not manage it. I 
rested for another spell, shouting to my companions to wait 
for me at the ‘Fingers’. 

I was rather depressed and hurt in my pride, as I began to 
suspect that I was suffering from mountain sickness. I felt so 
weak and dizzy. It had never happened in my life, as I had 
been brought up not only to love and revere the mountains, 
but also to be accustomed to walking on them. I should have 
repudiated with scorn any hint that I could ever feel mountain- 
sick. But - alas - after years spent in Africa, two of them 
inside a barbed-wire fence, I found that things could be very 
different. 

Whatever the reason of my plight, I promised myself 
solemnly that if or when I returned to my beloved Alps, never 
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again should I swear at the seemingly endless path leading 
from the valley-bottoms to the huts, as I used to do when on 
mountaineering holidays. There at least there were paths, not 
this endless and heart-breaking labour on the tussock-grass. 

For a while I lay there, asking myself whether I should be 
able to reach, before collapsing, the first giant groundsel I 
could see high above me on the slope. I tried to move off 
again, comforting myself with the thought that both Enzo 
and Giu&n had had their black days and that this was mine. 
I cannot remember whether I made more than twenty steps 
before I collapsed. I had just time to take off my rucksack 
before I fell asleep. 

For long I slept on the sunny slope below the stone fingers. 
A spike of my crampons stuck into me under my shoulder- 
blade, and this, I fancy, is why I dreamt that I was in a crowd 
where a rude youngster prodded me in the back with his 
umbrella which he carried under his arm. The sleep did me 
good. When I awoke the shades of the heather bushes had 
grown long, the air was chilly and I felt restored. 

After less than an horn’s march I rejoined my companions 
who, owing to my prolonged absence, were preparing a 
camping place under an overhanging rock at the foot of the 
‘Fingers’. Enzo was cutting grass for our ‘beds’ and Giuiin 
was collecting firewood higher above on the slope. 

‘Do you think there would still be snakes here?’ asked Enzo. 

‘I should say not.’ 

‘What height do you reckon we have reached?’ 

‘About 13,000 feet I guess. This type of giant groundsel 
does not grow below iz,ooo, so far as I remember from 
Stockley’s article, and here they extend far below the slope I 
have just climbed by instalments.’ 

When at last the tent Was pitched I too started collecting 
firewood, and soon had an odd experience: I found that 
lobelia stems as thick as a man’s thigh and a good she feet 
long, broke as if made of cardboard; ten-foot tall giant 
groundsels would be pushed over easily. Once again we ex¬ 
perienced that ‘Alice in Wonderland’ feeling. Had I become 
so strong owing to my refreshing nap? Or were the laws of 
gravity altered up here? I had the same feeling as, when a 
boy, I had first lifted a big stone under water. 
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"When we tried to light the fire, things became still more 
topsy-turvy. We wondered what the lobelias and giant 
groundsels were made of. Although perfectly dry they would 
not burn at all. Even the dry grass curled and blackened but 
did not blaze up. We united our efforts: ‘One-two-three-blow’. 
We wasted half a box of matches, but all in vain. We could 
not start a fire, nor did any scientific explanation we could 
put forward prove satisfactory. If there was not enough oxy¬ 
gen to keep a fire burning, how could there be enough to 
allow us to breathe? But breathe we did, and well. 

In the end we lit our alcohol-burner and made a brew of 
tea with which we ate comed beef, biscuits and chocolate. 

At this altitude we did not think it necessary to keep a 
watch and it would certainly have meant asking too much 
of any of us to sit without a fire outside the tent. Thus we all 
three slipped into the tent. As it was only four feel wide we 
had to lie on our sides like sardines in a tin. If one of us had 
turned on his back in his sleep, the tent would have burst 
open or its pegs would have given way; but since it was the 
only way in which we could sleep, it had to be. 

On either side of me lay Enzo and Giu&n, each wrapped in 
his blanket. I lay in the centre (‘like the best part of a sand¬ 
wich’ as Enzo said) in my flea-bag. As we had put all our 
available clothing on there was little comfort in the arrange¬ 
ment, but at least it was warm and we were tired enough to 
enjoy a long and refreshing sleep. 

After twelve hours of sound sleep we got up betimes, feel¬ 
ing fresh and energetic. It was cold, well below freezing point, 
and the water in our waterbottles was hard frozen. While my 
companions prepared coffee on the boiler I tried to sketch the 
landscape, but I could hardly hold a pencil so stiff were my 
fingers. A thrilling and unusual experience on the Equatorl 

After a while we turned the comer of the ‘Fingers’ and 
reached a broad saddle. At the bottom of the valley beyond 
glittered a brook, the main Nanyuki again. 

‘Now wait and you will see,’ said Giuan who had explored 
these surroundings the day before when collecting our useless, 
mis-called firewood. 
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‘See what?’ 

‘Batian. It is so marvellous that you will just sit down and 
stare.’ 

He was right and we did. 

As soon as we had passed the last of the heath, by which 
time we were already in the Nanyuki valley, Batian appeared. 
I had not expected it to be so near, so beautiful, so tantalising. 
There it was at last, our ultimate goal, its appalling north face 
armoured with ice, its jagged pinnacles not yet touched by 
the rising sun, dreamlike, overwhelming as it had appeared 
to me on that well-remembered May morning in the camp, 
when first I fell in love with it. 

We were eager to rejoin our old friend, the Nanyuki, which 
really seemed to have its source in the northern glaciers. We 
hastened across the slope and entered a small but dense forest 
of giant groundsels. As I have read since, true giant groundsel 
forests are a rarity on Mount Kenya. 1 We were therefore lucky 
to have come across this one. 

The stems of these weird-looking plants were so close 
together that they hid sky and mountain. I was again re¬ 
minded of submarine scenes in an aquarium as the leaf-clusters 
of this plant, often likened to cauliflowers or to huge arti¬ 
chokes, resemble certain types of marine flora. Individual 
trees, many of them more than fifteen feet in height, grew so 
close together that those that died remained standing, rotting 
but propped up against their living companions. It was not 
easy to pass through the grove. 

Beyond the giant groundsel forest we met swampy marsh¬ 
land camouflaged by bright green moss which at a distance 
looked like a lawn. The moss was dotted with buttercups and 
often we trod on a strange plant which I saw here for the first 
time. Its leaves formed a cup sunk in the moss and at the bottom 
of the cup there was a yellow flower. I have since identified it 
in Engler’s text-book on African flora as Arctotis Rueppelii. 

For the second time we emptied our waterbottles at the 
Nanyuki and with pleasure drank its ice-cold water, before 
following once more its course upstream. 

1 E.g. E. E. Shipton ( Ice-Cap, p. 62). 'Giant groundsel are found on Mount 
Kenya, but they grow singly and far apart. On Ruwenzori they grow together 
in dense forests,’ 
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Along the ‘baby Nanyuki’, as we called it, we were delighted 
to see cushions of dwarf helichrysum which may be compared 
with the edelweiss on the Alps; on Mount Kenya, so far as I 
have observed, it grows at a higher altitude than most, if not 
all other flowering plants. 

Undoubtedly when compared with edelweiss, helichrysum 
comes off second best as it has stiff, papery petals compared 
with the smooth velvet of edelweiss, but I like to think of 
helichrysum as the Cinderella of Alpine flowers. There is a 
wealth of literature in Italian, German, French and Ladin 
(a Romansh dialect) dealing with edelweiss. Among the better 
known of the many legends concerning its origin is that which 
relates how it was brought to the Dolomites by no less a 
person than the Princess of the Moon. 

Now, I thought, why is helichrysum not equally well 
known? Obviously because of mere lack of advertisement, a 
vital necessity in these modern, times. Surely it would be only 
right and fair to coin a legend for helichrysum; its wonderful 
name, derived from the Greek, is in itself a vindication of the 
science of botanical nomenclature: helios <= sun, chrysos =gold. 

‘Once upon a time there lived a princess; not of course the 
Princess of the Moon, because she was busy in the Alps, but 
her sister the Princess of the Sun. She had fair, golden hair 
and sparkling eyes flecked with gold.... But no,’ I thought, 
‘this is not my business. Better leave it to someone in the 
trade. 5 

We marched on following the Nanyuki, now fringed with 
long icicles although it was nearly midday. I hoped that we 
should be able to reach this same day a col at the foot of the 
pinnacles of the north ridge of Batian, and from this col choose 
the best place for our base camp. There, according to plan, 
Enzo should remain and from thence Giuin and I should 
make the attempt on the main peak, or failing that on Lenana. 
I had hoped that our base camp would be equidistant between 
the two peaks; but all my hopes were shattered in a moment 
by the most grievous blow our party suffered during the 
whole trip. 

I had just caught a glimpse of footprints and droppings 
which could not have been left by a smaller animal than a 
buffalo, when I heard my companions shouting behind me. 
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As I swung round I was prepared to see them being charged 
by an angry bull buffalo, but the quarry they pursued, after 
having dropped their rucksacks, could not have been a buffalo, 
because Enzo shouted: ‘It looks like a snipe’; and no buffalo 
could ever be confused with a snipe, not even in the wonder¬ 
land of Mount Kenya. 

‘It’s never been a snipe in its life,’ I shouted back as I saw 
what I thought to be the object of their attention flying to¬ 
wards me. It was a sunbird with long tail, curved beak, and 
shimmering plumage on its breast. I believe now it was Nectar- 
inia Johnstonii. 

I turned and for a moment walked on, my eyes following 
two tiny dark-blue butterflies and my thoughts wandered 
again to the Alps, where I had once seen two red admirals on 
the ice-clad, x 3,000-foot summit of Order. Then I heard shout¬ 
ing again. This time it was Giukn’s voice, and he sounded 
worried. 

I looked back and what I saw made me drop my rucksack 
and run. 

Enzo lay on the ground. Giuin, having turned the limp 
body over, put his ear to his companion’s chest and then 
started opening his shirt. When I, breathless, reached our 
unconscious friend, Giuiin was holding his pulse and had a 
look that I did not like at all. 

‘Is Enzo’s heart bad?’ I asked. 

‘Yes,’ answered Giu&n in a harsh voice. ‘Make some coffee, 
please. Quick.’ 

I flew to my rucksack, fetched a cooking pot of water, lit 
the alcohol burner and waited. 

At about 14,000 feet water has a lower boiling point than 
at sea-level and should thus boil quicker, I thought; but 
minutes passed and nothing seemed to happen. Often I 
glanced at GiuSn, still busy with the motionless Enzo, and I 
became more and more worried by his hard and business-like 
face. I did not dare to ask for details, for woe betide the man 
who interrupts a doctor performing his duty. 

At last the water boiled and Giu&n poured some drops 
of hot strong coffee between Enzo’s pale lips. To our intense 
relief Enzo stirred, swallowed the next few drops of coffee 
and at last looked around and started smiling weakly. 
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I could not help rebuking him: ‘That will teach you to chase 
sunbirds at 14,000 feet!’ 

He shook his head slowly and answered in a whisper, but 
as stubborn as ever: ‘It was a snipe!’ 

To-day still he firmly believes that the sunbird I saw was 
quite a different bird from that which he was chasing- and I 
have since read that in the marshy valleys of Mount Kenya 
the Ethiopian Snipe occurs. After all he might have been 
right and I wrong 1 

Whatever it was, both Giu&n and I were extremely relieved 
to hear his voice again and we shared the rest of the coffee. 
We needed it badly. 

While Enzo received further attention from Giuin, I had 
a look round for a camping place as I realised well enough 
that for to-day at least we should not be able to march any 
further. 

Across the valley were two parallel v-shaped lines of 
erratic boulders, 1 the apex of the v being the brook. They 
would have gladdened the heart of any geologist although 
one needed no further proof of the glacial origin of the 
high Nanyuki valley, as it was clearly u-shaped- but the 
lines of boulders were as neatly drawn as though a playful 
giant had amused himself by arranging stones in ranks like 
soldiers. 

I selected the right side of the valley which would get the 
morning sun and soon found an overhanging boulder facing 
the valley. This would shelter us from the night wind from 
the glaciers and would get the benefit of the day breeze, com¬ 
ing up from die warm plains. I carried the rucksacks and 
implements over while Giu&n brought the patient into shelter 
at a slow walk. 

While I pitched the tent with Giuan he said, sotto voce : 
‘Enzo must not be allowed to climb a single foot higher.’ 

‘All right,’ I answered, but I knew that in order to avoid 
endangering Enzo’s health or even his life, we should now 
have to give up any hope of establishing a reasonably placed 
base camp, thus reducing still further our slim chances of a 
successful climb. 

1 Carried thither by the movement of a glacier and left on the spot when 
the glacier melted in subsequent geological eras. 
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So it happened that our tent, fastened between two giant 
groundsels and sheltered by an erratic boulder, became our 
base; too low to give us a good start for an ascent of Batian, 
too far from Lenana to reach which we should have to walk 
180 degrees round the base of Batian itself. 

We spent the afternoon reinforcing the sides of the tent 
with grass sods and stones. Enzo, eager to show that he was 
still of some use to the party, was allowed by his doctor to 
cut grass with the panga for the tent floor. 

At half-past four we cooked a combined lunch and dinner 
consisting of porridge, corned beef, biscuits and tea. We also 
devoured our second and last tin of jam in order to celebrate 
Enzo’s promotion to ‘Base Camp Commandant*. As discip¬ 
lined ex-prisoners we felt that we could not live any longer 
without a Camp Commandant, and as Giu&n and I were 
going to climb only Enzo was available for this task. His 
‘banner’ was my towel, to be hoisted on the rock which 
sheltered the tent. It would be used for signalling to Giu&n 
and me when we were on our mountaineering trips, and 
to serve to us as a guide during our return from these 
expeditions. 

After the meal Enzo was ordered to bed, but Giu&n thought 
it would be quite safe to leave him and to take a walk in the 
vicinity of the camp. Walking in rope-soled boots without a 
load was a sheer delight. We soon reached the end of the 
erratic boulders and sat down comfortably on one of the last 
of them. 

Before us, in a magnificent semi-circle, Mount Kenya had 
spread out its treasures. Here, above the shining, glitter¬ 
ing glaciers, were Point Peter and Dutton Peak. High 
above all towered the king, Batian, and down on the other 
side Point John and Midget Peak. We knew the names 
of none but Batian, but perhaps this fact added to their 
fascination. 

For long we sat and gazed. The shadows thrown by the 
rocks and by the weird-looking lobelias and giant groundsels 
grew longer and longer. The fairy architecture of pinnacles, 
ridges, points, buttresses, jagged peaks and ledges, bejewelled 
with sprinkled ice, blushed at last with rose-colour while the 
vast north glaciers froze into shades of violet. 
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Two insignificant, humble, escaped prisoners of war, 
numbers 41304 and 762, sat there gazing spellbound at the 
glowing colours cast by the setting sun on the mount of their 
dreams, now resplendent as though celebrating the glory of 
creation. 
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In which a short historical interlude reveals the depths of our 
ignorance. 

mountains, like men, have their history. They too are horn, 
grow, decay, and die. One cannot claim that, like men, they 
love, but it is true — and how true — that they are loved. 

As knights of old crossed perilous seas, fought fiery dragons 
and even each other, for the love of their princesses, so nowa¬ 
days mountaineers armed with ice-axes and ropes, crampons, 
and pitons, make dangerous and wearisome journeys and 
endure every hardship for the sake of their mountains. And 
in winning their beloved many of them lose their lives. 

Doting mountaineers take down old books from dusty 
shelves to re-read the story-of their beloved peaks; the endur¬ 
ing features of the rock, the seasonal changes of vegetation, 
the enthralling accounts of early climbs or attempts. They 
compare sketches and photographs and spend happy hours 
poring over maps: and their love increases with their know¬ 
ledge, instead of declining as is said to happen in other 
circumstances of life. But we knew nothing at all. All that 
we now know we learnt afterwards from books. They were 
our best companions during our long imprisonment and later 
through the period of semi-liberty when we were doing work 
of one kind or another in Kenya. They, unlike other com¬ 
panions, very seldom disappointed us, very often comforted 
us, always helped us to forget. 

According to Kikuyu tradition their god Mogai, the maker 
and distributor of the universe, created Kere-Nyaga, the 
Kikuyu name for Mount Kenya (‘mountain of brightness’) 
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as a sign of his miracles and as a resting place for himself. 
Mogai took the man Kikuyu, founder of die race, onto the 
top of the mountain and showed him the beautiful land he had 
created for him. Before dismissing him, he told Kikuyu that 
whenever he needed help, he must hold up his hands towards 
the mountain and he, Mogai, would come to his aid. Similarly 
we distressed prisoners held out our hands to the moun tain, 
unconsciously following this ancient pagan creed. 

Mount Kenya also plays an important part in the religious 
beliefs of the Mwimbi tribe, who live on its eastern slopes. 
According to them the rivers, the rocks and the forests are 
inhabited by evil spirits called ‘ngoma’ who kill livestock and 
even enter the bodies of men and turn them into epileptics. 
But above the ngoma is Ngai, the supreme goddess, un¬ 
approachable on the highest peaks of Mount Kenya, where 
she punishes inexorably whosoever dares to trespass on her 
realm. 

The old warrior tribe of the Masai has a particular interest 
in the history of Mount Kenya. They worship the black god¬ 
dess Eng-ai who lives on the highest peaks - on Kilimanjaro 
and on Kenya-whence she dispenses rain and fine weather. 
As recently as sixty years ago they inhabited the plains at 
the northern foot of the mountain, and the river Nanyuki 
owes its name to the Masai word meaning ‘red-brown’, the 
colour of the water in flood. It was by Masai names that the 
principal peaks of Mount Kenya were christened by the 
explorer Mackinder. The Masai themselves call Mount Kenya 
‘Ol-Donyo Eibor’, the White Mountain, or ‘Ol-Donyo EgerS’, 
the Speckled Mountain, but Mackinder takes his names from 
recent Masai history. 

The supreme authority in political and religious matters 
was, among the Masai, their medicine man or ‘Laibon’. The 
most famous of these medicine men was Mbatian (Batian) 
about whom Sir Claude Hollis writes in his book The Masai. 
The story of Mbatian and his two sons, Sendeyo and Lenana, 
is a modem parallel of the story of Jacob and Esau, and after 
the death of their father, the two brothers waged war for 
many years until Sendeyo, the elder, was beaten. Lenana died 
in 1911 after signing the pact with the Government delimiting 
the Masai reserves, but Sendeyo was still alive in 1 92 6. Neliang 
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(Nelion) was another of Mbatian’s sons, or possibly his 
brother. 

The Masai tribe are now very much reduced, but if in 
coming centuries they should die out altogether, their memory 
will be preserved in the names of their sacred peaks. 

It is still an open question whether the ancient Greeks and 
Romans really knew that there existed on the Equator peaks 
with everlasting snow and ice. They certainly believed that 
such mountains existed. Ptolemy stated that the Nile had its 
sources in two great lakes supplied with water from the 
‘Mountains of the Moon’; Aristotle wrote of the ‘Silver 
Mountains’ from which the Nile arose, and the ‘Nile nourished 
by eternal snow’ is a familiar image in Latin poetry. The 
riddle of the sources of the Nile was always connected with 
the question of the existence on the Equator of snowclad 
peaks. 

Arab geographers seemed to have had some inkling of 
those mountains, and vague rumours of Kilimanjaro and of 
the Mountains of the Moon reached Europe when the Portu¬ 
guese occupied a stretch of the East African coast. But it was 
not until the middle of the last century that these equatorial 
peaks were actually discovered. 

In 1848 Dr. J. Rebmann, a German missionary in the 
service of the Church Missionary Society of London, marched 
inland from Mombasa with a few natives. On May 1 ith he 
saw on the horizon a huge mountain like a white cloud. He 
reached the foothills and after looking at it both by day and 
by moonlight, he was convinced he could see snow. The 
natives told him that ‘when the silver stuff was brought down 
in bottles it proved to be nothing but water’. It was the Kili¬ 
manjaro Massif. 

When Rebmann first related his discovery of the existence 
of snow on the Equator, he raised an uproar of disbelief. 
European geographers ridiculed his discovery and insisted 
that he had mistaken for snow the chalky earth or rocks on 
the summit of the mountains. What the ancients had believed, 
although they were unable to prove their assumption, scien¬ 
tists of the nineteenth century treated with scorn and incredu¬ 
lity. On the hot equator snow and ice simply could not exist. 
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The first European to see Mount Kenya itself was another 
missionary of the same Society and a countryman of Reb- 
mann, Dr. Johann Ludwig Krapf. Ktapf had arrived on the 
East African coast eight years before Rebmann with the in¬ 
tention of reaching the sources of the Nile from the hinter¬ 
land of Mombasa, in order to get in touch with ‘those still 
surviving Christian remnants on the Equator’ of whom he 
had heard when in Central Abyssinia. He never found his 
Christian remnants, but on December 7th, 1849, he saw the 
Mountain from the Wakamba village of Kitui, some seventy- 
five miles east of the Nairobi of to-day. The Wakamba called 
it Kenyaa which seems to be a corruption of the Kikuyu name 
Kerenyaga as they are unable to pronounce the consonants 
V and ‘g’. 

He describes it as a gigantic wall over which rise two great 
towers. The natives, he was told, would never go up the 
mountain on account of the great cold produced by a mys¬ 
terious white matter, which they called ‘Kirira’. 

In 18j8, Krapf’s book dealing with his discoveries was 
published in Stuttgart and in i860 its English edition came 
out with an appendix on ‘the snow-capped mountains of 
Eastern Africa’, but his statements were discredited in many 
quarters, even in his own country, as the German naturalist 
J. M. Hildebrandt after a long stay in Kitui in 1877 had not 
been able to see Mount Kenya even once. 

In 1883, thirty-four years after Krapf’s discovery, the 
twenty-five-year-old Scottish naturalist Joseph Thomson was 
entrusted by the Royal Geographical Society with the ex¬ 
ploration of a route from the East African coast to Lake 
Victoria, with instructions to ‘examine Mount Kenya’. 

Thomson approached Mount Kenya from the west 
through Masai territory across the mountain range which he 
called Aberdare after the name of the Chairman of the Royal 
Geographical Society. One chilly morning he and his gun- 
bearer Brahim were following the tracks of a leopard when: 

‘through a rugged and picturesque depression of the range 

rose a gleaming snow-white peak with sparkling facets, which 

scintillated with the superb beauty of a colossal diamond. It 
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was, in fact, the very image of a great crystal or sugar loaf. 

At die base of this beautiful peak were two small excrescences 
like supporters of a monument. From these, at a very slight 
angle, shaded away a long glittering white line, seen above 
the dark mass of the Aberdare range like the silver lining of 
a dark storm-cloud. This peak and silvery line formed the 
central culmination of Mount Kenya. 

‘As I stood entranced at this fulfilment of my dearest hopes, 

I drew a great sigh of satisfaction and as I said to Brahim: 
“Look!” and pointed to the glittering crystal, I am not sure 
but there was something like a tear in my eye. But now, even 
while I stood and gazed, a moisture-laden breeze touched the 
peak, wove a fleecy mantle and gradually enshrouded ihc 
heaven-like spectacle. In a few moments there but remained 
‘a bank of clouds over the wood. But I beheld a vision as if 
from the Unseen to lure me on.’ (Through Masai Land.) 

Later he followed the Uaso Nyiro and reached the plains; 
where to-day runs the railway line from Nyeri to Nanyuki. 
The country he found was hostile and he realised that with 
his few guns he could not hope to blaze a trail for himself 
through the Masai tribes. It was imperative that he should 
reach as soon as possible his main caravan at Lake Baringo. 
He decided to make his way back from Mount Kenya just as 
he had reached its foot. 

In spite of the fact that Thomson was only the second 
European to see Mount Kenya, and in spite of his wonderful 
description of the peak, his name is not recorded by a point 
nor a lake nor a valley on the mountain. There is a Thomson 
Point between Nelion and Lenana, resembling from the south 
a stone spaniel gazing at a vast stone sausage, but it was thus 
named by Mackinder after a Mr. John Thomson, photo¬ 
grapher of the Royal Geographical Society. It is a pity, but 
many instances of injustice occur also in Geography. 

In 1885-86 the German Dr. Fischer crossed the zone round 
Kenya and the year after the Austrian navy officer Ludwig von 
Hoehnel with the Hungarian explorer Count Samuel Teleky 
of Szek, on their way to discover Lakes Rudolph and Step- 
hania, made an attempt to ascend the mountain. Teleky judged 
the bamboo belt to be ‘almost impassable’, entered what he 
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called the ‘realm of mosses 5 and on October 22nd, 1887, 
attained his highest point (about 135800 feet) at the head of a 
valley -which now bears his name, while the lake near it is 
Hoehnel Lake. In HoehneFs report published in 1890 I have 
found what I believe to be the earliest description of Point 
Lenana: ‘On the north-east the mountain rises again and forms 
a lower, rounded summit. 5 

During the next five years an increasing number of ex¬ 
plorers nevertheless did not reach higher altitudes than 
Teleky: the Administrator of the British East African Com¬ 
pany J. B. W. Piggott, the British officers W. Bird Thompson, 
F. G. Dundas with the late Provincial Commissioner C. W. 
Hobley, again von Hoehnel who was severely wounded by a 
charging rhino and the German Dr. Kolbe who a few years 
later, while hunting near the Uaso Nyiro, was killed by a rhino 
which he had wounded. 

All previous records of altitude reached and scientific work 
accomplished on Kenya were beaten in 1893 by J. W. Gregory, 
the Scottish geologist. His discoveries are a milestone in the 
history of the mountain. After the initial failure of a larger 
expedition at the coast, Gregory went inland alone with his 
porters and attacked Kenya from the west. While travelling 
through the bamboo-belt, his porters frequently sat down and 
wept like children, refusing to go any further, and when they 
had climbed higher, they grew more unwilling still. The 
water, they said, was bewitched, for it had become hard and 
white. 

Gregory followed Teleky valley and was the first European 
to reach the glaciers. When he asked his servant Fundi to 
follow him onto the ice, Fundi refused. ‘No further, master, 5 
he said, ‘it is too white. 5 Then Fundi knelt down on a stone 
and thanked Allah for having preserved his life so far. 

Gregory went on by himself and climbed the glacier, which 
he called Lewis, after an American geologist, to some three 
hundred feet below the summit of Point Lenana. The next 
day, taking a more westerly course, he discovered the other 
glaciers, which he named in honour of various European 
scientists: Darwin, Tyndall, Heim and Forel. Utterly alone 
on an African mountain never trodden by human feet, he 
ascended a rocky face which can be possibly identified with 
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the rocks of Point Piggott, and was overtaken by a blizzard. 
After several rappels of double rope he readied the base of 
the rock. 

When Gregory, after a tiring march, reached the spot where 
he had left his camp he was astonished and disappointed to 
find that it had been moved. He was forced to follow on 
downhill and found the camp at last near the upper edge of the 
forest. A short inquiry acquainted him with what had hap¬ 
pened: his cook, the only one among the Africans who knew 
how to write, had counterfeited an order from his master 
telling the party to move down to a less cold place, and the 
other Africans had been only too glad to get away from the 
unaccustomed heights. 

His geological investigations were of the greatest impor¬ 
tance. He proved, among other things, that the peaks were 
in fact plutonic rock, as Thomson believed, and not, as 
Teleky supposed, the remnants of a crater rim. 

The first expedition planned on a large scale with proper 
mountaineering purpose and equipment was organised in 
Great Britain in 1899 by Sir Halford Mackinder and Camp¬ 
bell Hausburg. The expedition included two collectors, Saun¬ 
ders and Camburn, and the Italian alpine guides, Cdsar Ollier 
and Joseph Brocherel. 1 It was Brocherel who, when making 
the first ascent of Mont Blanc via Brouillard Ridge with the 
brothers Gugliermina in 1902, remarked: ‘This is worse than 
Kenya, 1 as I have already quoted. 

The expedition was hampered from the start by an epi¬ 
demic of smallpox, as a result of which they were unable to 
lay in stores and were obliged to live mainly on the country. 
The inhabitants proved actively hostile, and the discomforts 
were increased by the heavy summer rains. After a twenty 
days 5 march under such difficult conditions the party entered 
the forest on the south-west spurs of Mount Kenya. The 
alpine guides hacked out a path to such good purpose that it 
took them only one day to cross the forest-belt and they were 
able the following evening to establish their base camp on the 
open mountain. 

1 C&ar Ollier and Joseph Brocherel were Italians from Courmayeur, in Val 
d’Aosta, on the Italian side of Mont Blanc. 
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A brief reconnaissance was made, but the supply position 
had by now become so acute that Mackinder decided that a 
definite attempt on the peak must be made immediately. He 
sent off a supply party with Saunders to cross the Aberdare 
Range to Naivasha, and himself, with the guides, headed for 
the top. They attacked the ice-couloir running down the south¬ 
east face of Nelion and then crossed to the left side of the face 
itself, gaining in the late afternoon the southern arete of 
Nelion. There they bivouacked at about 16,800 feet and spent 
the twelve hours of an equatorial night fighting against sleep 
on a ledge a foot wide. In the morning the party tried the 
arete itself, but were defeated by an impassable chasm and 
obliged to return to the camp. 

Hausburg then took the two guides on a tour of the main 
peaks in order to look for an easier route to the summit. 
They failed to find one, but on the way they made the first 
ascent of Point Lenana. The next day Hausburg attacked the 
main peak from Darwin Glacier, but after an exhausting day 
of step-cutting he was stopped by a blizzard. 

In the meantime, Saunders’s party had returned with sup¬ 
plies and Mackinder decided that a final attempt on the peak 
could be made. As they had so far been defeated once on rock 
and once on ice, they agreed this time to try a route combining 
the two. 

The party, consisting of Mackinder and the two guides, 
followed the route of their first attempt as far as the ar&te and 
bivouacked there in a small tent. In the morning they crossed 
under the western face of Nelion to the brow of Darwin 
glacier and thence up a ‘rib running down the western comer 
of Nelion* until they reached another glacier. Ollier and 
Brocherel had allowed twenty minutes for crossing this, not 
realising perhaps that, while snow on Kenya is softer than 
on the Alps, ice is on the contrary far harder, as Gregory had 
already noticed. It took them three hours to cut steps across 
a stretch of about a hundred feet of ice. Mackinder christened 
it ‘Diamond Glacier’ and indeed he could not have found a 
better name: not only on account of the adamantine hardness 
of the ice, but also because the little glacier shines like a jewel 
set between the tops of Batian and Nelion. 

After crossing the Diamond Glacier, there remained only 
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a quick scramble and at 12 noon on September 13th, 1899, 
they reached the summit of Batian and of Mount Kenya. 

For thirty years Batian withstood all further attacks. The 
spell which had kept the peaks inviolate since Mackinder’s 
ascent in ’90 was broken at last by a mountaineer who sub¬ 
sequently solved many of the problems of Batian and the 
minor peaks, and in fact attempted to climb Everest in 1933, 
1936 and 1938: Eric E. Shipton. It was in 1929 that he made 
his attempt on Kenya, together with another British moun¬ 
taineer of Everest fame, P. Wyn Harris. 

In Alpine mountaineering there is a tradition according to 
which the most direct route up a peak - technically known as 
the ‘best’ route, though it may be by no means the easiest — 
is that which most nearly approaches the line of descent which 
would be taken by water falling on the peak itself. 

The route by which Shipton and Wyn Harris first attacked 
Mount Kenya was that which most nearly followed the water- 
drop law. They tried to force a route up the north-east face 
of Mount Kenya: but this attempt failed. Two days later, on 
6th January, they tried again, this time by the south-east face 
of Nelion, and at 11.15 in the morning, after a difficult climb, 
they were shaking hands across the hitherto unconquered 
summit of Nelion. 

In order to reach Batian from Nelion, the two mountaineers 
had to climb down to the ‘Gate of the Mist’, the gap dividing 
the two peaks, and up again until they reached the principal 
summit. 

The second ascent of Batian had been made, and Shipton 
and Wyn Harris’s route eventually became the standard one. 
Shipton himself accomplished the majority of the new climbs 
which were done in succeeding years with another British 
mountaineer of world fame, H. W. Tilman, the conqueror of 
Nanda Devi (1936) 1 and leader of the British Mount Everest 
expedition 1938. They made the first climbs of Point Peter, 
Dutton Peak, Sendeyo Peak, Point Piggott and Midget Peak, 
all in July and August 1930. Their main object, however, on 

1 The highest mountain climbed to the very summit (25,400 ft.) up to 
1950, when the French mountaineers Maurice Herzog and Louis Lachenal 
reached the summit of Annapurna (26,600 ft.). 
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this trip was to blaze a trail up Batian’s north-west ridge, and 
it was for this purpose that they had climbed Dutton Peak. 
From the top of Dutton Peak they obtained a view which 
proved ‘of vital importance later’, because they realised ‘the 
hopelessness of trying to tackle the ridge from Northey 
Glacier or of gaining it higher up the north face.’ 

Shipton and Tilman included in their programme not only 
the pioneering of a new route up the north-west ridge onto 
Batian, but also a descent to the south,via Nelion, thus travers¬ 
ing from north to south all the main peaks of Mount Kenya. 

As Mount Kenya is almost exactly on the Equator, ice and 
snow cover all the south faces so long as summer conditions 
prevail north of the line, i.e. from late March to late Septem¬ 
ber: and, conversely, ice and snow are prevalent on all the 
northern rocks during the summer months of the southern 
hemisphere, from October to early March. This is very im¬ 
portant, as a rocky face under summer conditions offers a 
better climb than one encrusted with winter snow and ice. 
Thus, Shipton and Tilman chose August for attacking by the 
new route from the north-west as they knew they would then 
find dry rocks. For; the descent on the standard route to the 
south - a route in any case well known to Shipton - this was 
of less importance. We escaped prisoners, however, in our 
ignorance, were to attack the north side in February under 
complete winter conditions. 

Shipton and Tilman finally decided to attack the ridge from 
the col between Petit Gendarme and Point Piggott, and from 
there they intended to reach the gap behind the Petit Gend¬ 
arme in a traverse from the south. This gap is the one which 
we would try to reach from the north. 

They set off in darkness from Joseph Glacier and started 
a dangerous struggle up the face plastered with ice and snow. 
Several times retreat was suggested but hope of better 
conditions on the north side urged them on. At 11.40 Shipton 
and Tilman reached the gap. The next and most formidable 
obstacle was the Grand Gendarme. However, they were on 
the north face and found the rock warm and dry, although 
sometimes so rotten that they were obliged to dislodge 
boulders in order to find a passage. A small overhang stopped 
them further on, but Tilman wedged himself into a crack 
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and gave Ship ton a shoulder. They reached the ridge under 
a light snowfall and scrambling up and down tackled four 
pinnacles, performing a very difficult work, but at last at 
4.20 p.m. die summit rocks were grasped. 

The descent via Nelion proved a grim affair, in the dark 
and in winter conditions. Shipton was seriously ill after 
eating half a tin of bad meat, but they fought their way down 
throughout the night and were eventually successful. The 
first traverse of the peaks had lasted almost twenty-four hours. 

Shipton and Tilman’s north-west Ridge climb was the fifth 
ascent of Batian. There were four more ascents before our 
attempt in 1943: in 1936 by the British H. J. Irens and E. 
Sladen, in 1937 by the Italian Piero Ghiglione and the Swiss 
Edouard Wyss Dunant, 1938 by Miss Una Cameron with the 
guides Edouard Bareux and Elisd Croux from Courmayeur 
and again by E. Sladen with Miss G. Sladen. With the ex¬ 
ception of the climbers Ghiglione and Wyss Dunant, who 
opened a new route up the Nelion south arete, all these parties 
followed Shipton’s standard route. 1 They took advantage of 
two huts built in order to assist Kenya mountaineers, one at 
the upper limit of the forest at about 10,000 feet, fourteen 
miles from Chogoria, and another, called the top hut at 15,800 
feet on the southern ridge of Point Lenana. This upper hut 
has been once destroyed by a violent blizzard, but has been 
rebuilt. 

Of all this we were at the time profoundly ignorant. In fact, 
the sum of our knowledge consisted of what Lieut.-Col. 
Stockley had published in a brief magazine article on the flora 
and fauna of the mountain; what the daily paper had written 
of an anonymous major’s trip to the glaciers in Mackinder 
Valley; the few words in Father Cagnolo’s The Akikuyu to 
the effect that a cross had been erected on Lenana; a sketch 
of some features of the mountain on the label of a Kenylon 
Brand meat and vegetable tin; and, of course, Brocherel’s 
exclamation, ‘It is worse than Kenya’. Not altogether sur¬ 
prisingly, this information proved inadequate. 

1 As did the party consisting of A. H. Firmin, J. H. Hayward, A. S. Ker 
and R. H. Timmis, which retrieved our flag. 
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Of Batian we knew only the appalling north-west ridge and 
western glaciers which I had studied with binoculars from the 
camp. Lenana we had only seen in a photograph. We never 
dreamt that there might be a hut for the convenience of 
climbers and, as we were unaware of the existence of Nelion, 
we could not guess that the standard route passed over its 
summit. 

Thinking over these things to-day it occurs to me that, 
from one point of view, ours was a conceited and even mad 
venture. We had had no climbing practice for eight years, had 
been prisoners of war for the past two and had had little to 
eat and little sleep since our escape. Since then we had been 
crushed beneath die weight of our rucksacks and, finally, we 
had to start our actual attempt on the summit from a base 
camp which was too low and too far away from the peak. 
Yet we attempted, under winter conditions, a climb which 
Shipton and Tilman, accomplished mountaineers, had con¬ 
sidered hopeless even in summer. Shipton and Tilman were 
presumably in hard condition, well fed and well served by 
porters - in a word, free men. We were not and did not know 
— that is our only excuse. 

Never, I imagine, have mountaineers approached the 
mountain of their dreams - a colossus of 17,000 feet at that - 
under such conditions; not at least in this century with its 
highly organised methods of collecting information. Our 
ignorance proved an insuperable handicap from the point of 
view of material achievement; but from the spiritual point of 
■view, which is of far greater importance to the true moun¬ 
taineer, it was in the nature of a gift from God. Every step 
led to new discoveries, and we were continually in a state of 
amazed admiration and gratitude. It was as though we were 
living at the beginning of time, before men had begun to give 
siames to things. 



CHAPTER V 


THE MOUNTAIN 


In which the party is driven off the north-west ridge of Batian 
Peak (17,040 ft.) amidst a blvftard, but hoists the flag on Point 
Lenana (16,300 ft.). 


as Enzo’s condition was satisfactory, Giuan and I set out on 
a half-day’s reconnaissance. We wanted to find out how best 
to attack Batian, to have a look at Lenana which we had never 
seen, and incidentally to practise a little rock-climbing as a 
prelude to the more serious attempts we intended to make 
later. 

We left the base camp betimes, after a good breakfast of 
Ovaltine mixed with powdered milk, cocoa and sugar. With 
such an unwonted ‘foundation’ in our stomachs, and above 
all without rucksacks, we felt as elated and as energetic as 
though we had been transferred to a smaller planet and were 
no longer subject to the normal laws of gravity. 

The cold was intense and the rocks on the left side of the 
upper Hausburg Valley, towards which we were making, 
shimmered with ice. 1 

We crossed the Nanyuki and presently reached the scree 
below the rocks. The frozen stone ravine offered a compact 
foothold and the crackling of ice under our nailed soles was 
music to our ears. Later we tfcre still more delighted to feel 
‘real rock’ under our fingers on a ‘real mountain’. At this 
hour, far to our left under cover of the morning mists which 
blanketed the Nanyuki plains, our fellow-prisoners were 

1 On Dutton's map these rocks are marked as ‘Rocks on Ridge from Point 
Peter’. 
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now being paraded in serried ranks for the morning roll- 
call. 

One and a half hours after leaving our tent, without having 
met with the slightest difficulty so far as mountaineering was 
concerned, we gained the crest of the ridge and were con¬ 
fronted by a magnificent sight. 

Hausburg valley which we had just left lay below us, 
dotted with giant groundsels which from above resembled 
broad-headed nails. On the line of erratic boulders we could 
distinguish my blue-bordered white towel, the proud banner 
of the Base Camp Commandant. More to the north an 
emerald green tarn 1 showed the reflection of a few rocks on 
one side. Its polished surface was as calm and as unruffled as 
stained glass. 

Beyond the tarn rolling grassland, broken here and there 
with giant groundsels, descended in a gentle slope to the 
forest which looked like a dark-green stormy sea. Beyond this 
again arms of forest reached out into the bright yellow plain 
of Nanyuki, stretching flat and barren to the uttermost limits 
of vision. 

Opposite the Hausburg Valley was Mackinder Valley and 
on the far side of this, and facing us, rose an amazing mass of 
rock completely isolated from the central peaks of Mount 
Kenya. It showed on our side a sheer drop of about a thou¬ 
sand feet and it was crowned by age-worn pinnacles of the 
strangest shape. 

We were immediately struck by the likeness of this peak 
to the wreck of an ancient vessel. It needed but little imagina¬ 
tion to visualise the storm-crushed forecastle and poop, the 
remnants of protruding ribs, the stumps of masts and bow¬ 
sprit. Even a porthole was open, in the form of a natural 
window in the rock wall., In bygone years I had imagined 
the wreck of the Flying Dutchman as just such a weather¬ 
beaten and eerie-looking craft. 

‘Can it be that the Flying Dutchman, released from her 
course of eternal restlessness, had found peace at last petrified 
on Mount Kenya?’ I asked. 

*It might well be,’ answered Giuan. ‘She has not been 
seen on the open seas for several centuries.’ 

1 Marked on Dutton’s map west of Height 14,850 but unnamed. 
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‘One could spin a yam and add it to the old legend; 
wouldn’t The Flying Dutchman compelled to seek harbour on 
Mount Kenya be a good title for a new version?’ 

Thus we jested and gazed bewildered. To the very end, 
seeing this mountain from different angles, we continued to 
find in it further likeness to an old stranded wreck. We be¬ 
came accustomed to calling it The Flying Dutchman as we 
did not know, of course, that it had been named Sendeyo by 
Sir Halford Mackinder forty-three years before. 

We had seen the top of Sendeyo from Nanyuki and had 
wondered if it could be Lenana. Now we knew definitely that 
this was not so as Sendeyo did not, even from this side, 
resemble Lenana as it appeared in the pencil-sketch I carried 
with me. 

Where was Lenana then? In order to find an answer to this 
question we scrambled along the rocky ridge towards Point 
Peter. 

On the way we sought for and found ‘training grounds’. 
For this purpose we made detours which were not necessary 
and chose not the easiest route as ordinary tourists would do, 
but the most difficult. At length, having reached a spot from 
which we could look right up Mackinder Valley, we saw a 
mountain which could be none other than Lenana. 

The sight pleased us. As a ‘first reserve’ it looked imposing: 
a black-violet rock perched on a bright white ice-dome. Very 
odd-looldng was a pinnacle near the top resembling a baroque 
column or a cork-screw or a hundred other things. When 
referring to it among ourselves we called it ‘Lenana’s handle’. 

If Lenana seemed rather worryingly far from our base camp, 
it did at least look as though it would be child’s play in com¬ 
parison with the north face of Batian. 

Having satisfied ourselves that we had identified Lenana, 
we decided that it was time to study the approaches to our 
main goal, Batian. In order to do this we crossed from the 
north to the south side of the ridge. In doing so our attention 
was immediately diverted from the forbidding-looking ice 
overhangs of the peak to a sight which was the more awe¬ 
inspiring for being so unexpected. 

What from Nanyuki had appeared to be two glaciers 
revealed itself as one only, shaped like a horse-shoe round a 
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huge rocky outcrop which reminded me of an eagle as por¬ 
trayed in heraldry . 1 

At the foot of one of the branches of the glacier there were 
two little tarns, one a delicate azure, the other green-gold, 
the colours jewel-like in their purity. So unexpected was 
this sight amid the savage scenery of Batian, that I could not 
help thinking ‘It is too beautiful. Do I deserve to experience 
it?’ and unconsciously my thoughts wandered to the simple 
character of the Humpback of Breuil who, as Guido Rey 
relates, having climbed Matterhorn with the first party from 
the south, knelt down and thanked God for having created 
such a marvellous universe. 

It did not occur to me to exclaim: ‘Those two tarns are 
worth so many days in the cells,’ because spiritual wealth 
such as we were storing in our memories could have no price 
at all. Having enjoyed the wonders of the forest by moon¬ 
light, by day and by the fire of our bivouacs, having listened 
to the music of the heath and having seen the ice-bound 
northern ramparts of Batian at sunrise and sunset, were we 
really worthy of this further display of beauty? 

For long we stood on our rock and gazed down. 

The air was crystal clear, the solemn silence broken only 
now and then by the distant roar of an ice-avalanche. Our 
solitude was perfect. 

If ever since our escape from barbed wire we had utterly 
forgotten that there existed in this world hatred, war and 
captivity, we did so at this moment. 

At last we descended to more practical matters. Following 
with our eyes the course of the rivulet which formed the 
outlet of the lower tam we noted with delight that this was 
the source of the Nanyuki and that we had therefore been 
right, when as prisoners in Nanyuki Camp - and now we 
could not help remembering that we had once been 
prisoners - we had deduced that the river would lead us to 
the glaciers. 

Our problem demanded consideration. 

From where we were the north face of Batian looked 

1 Each branch of this glacier has its name, C&ar and Josef respectively, 
bestowed by Mackinder to commemorate his guides. But why not Ollier and 
Brocherelf 
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formidable. We knew that the peak had been climbed, but 
wondered from which side the ascent had been made. Would it 
look more feasible from other aspects? Was there any standard 
route to the summit, and if so where was it? In order to answer 
these questions we should have to make a detour all round 
the base of the peak, but we did not know if this could be 
accomplished in one day and we had promised Enzo to be 
back soon after noon. Moreover we had very little food left 
and Enzo’s condition would not allow us to move the base 
camp nearer to the peak even if we had been able to locate a 
more promising route. We had not the faintest idea, of course, 
that there was a hut on the far side of Batian, a thousand feet 
higher than our base camp and at the very start of the standard 
route. For all these reasons we resolved to attempt the ascent 
from the north. 

Having reached this decision it remained to be seen whedier 
a plan could be worked out in detail. 

Two ridges buttress the mass of Batian on the north side, 
running left and right from the appalling Northey Glacier, 
the north-eastern which is very long and unbelievably jagged 
and the north-western which is shorter, steeper and smoother 
on the whole but with a few very doubtful-looking pitches. 

We agreed that if there was any possibility of scaling Batian 
from our side, this could only be done by bestriding or 
traversing the north-west ridge. As has already been men¬ 
tioned in a previous chapter, this ridge has been climbed only 
once, under summer conditions by climbers of world-wide 
fame, Shipton and Tilman. 

This being settled we were faced by a further poser - how 
best to get on to the north-west ridge which has at its base a 
rock-tower with a roughly conical top, called by Shipton the 
Petit Gendarme. 

Faced by the same problem, Shipton and Tilman aban¬ 
doned the idea of an approach from the northern side and 
decided to make for the gap in the ridge behind the Petit 
Gendarme, attacking from the south. Their decision proved 
wise as they were successful. Had we known that these two 
English aces had declared that any attempt to approach the 
ridge from the north was hopeless, we should have made 
other plans; as things were, we proposed to try a route where 
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Shipton and Tilman saw no hope. We decided in the end to 
traverse Dutton Peak and a black tooth behind it, reaching 
Petit Gendarme from a gap between ‘Black Tooth’ and Petit 
Gendarme itself. It looked difficult but not impossible. 

To get a closer view we decided to try out the first stage 
of the proposed route there and then, a plan which would 
have the advantage of giving us a practice climb. 



We descended from the rocks to a large saddle just north 
of Point Peter, marked by a rock shaped like a molar tooth. 
As this saddle has no official name on Dutton’s map and as it 
is mentioned many times in this story I shall call it, as we 
did, ‘Molar Saddle’. 

After eating a piece of chocolate we got round Point Peter 
on a scree and found an easy couloir, covered with hard snow. 
After half an hour of gentle climbing we reached a gap some 
fifty or sixty feet below the summit of Dutton Peak from 
which we looked down to Cesar Glacier. Had we known that 
we were so near the top of a named peak, and one not often 
climbed, we should have attempted to scale it; but as we did 
not know this and as our attention was wholly absorbed in 
studying our approach to Petit Gendarme we were quite 
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content to sit in the gap, dangling our feet above Cesar Glacier 
and eating another piece of chocolate in lieu of lunch. 

We guessed that a traverse on the north face of Dutton 
Peak would bring us to the ‘Black Tooth’ and to the very foot 
of Petit Gendarme. From thence with our ‘eyes of faith’ as 
Mummery used to say, we thought we could see a possibility 
of carrying on, although the difficulties seemed to increase 
towards the higher rocks. 

As it was getting late we left our lofty observatory and 
scrambled down until we reached the foot of Point Peter. 
With regret we decided not to make an attempt on it. Enzo 
would get anxious if we stayed out longer and Giuan was 
getting worried about him. 

On the scree below the rocks of Point Peter were the last 
lobelias, mostly dry and dead. We broke and bent some of 
them to mark the route when we should return to make our 
actual attempt on Batian. 

At 2 p.m. we were back at the ‘Molar’ pass whence we 
slid down a long scree to the upper tarn. 

The colours of both tarns had changed as we were now 
looking at them from a different angle, but the impression of 
complete peace and beauty was the same as from above. 

After having drunk at the cool waters of the upper 
tarn we walked slowly along its shore towards the lower 
one. 

‘Dreamland,’ murmured Giuan, struck, aslwas, by the sheer 
perfection of the landscape. Between the tarns and round about 
the lower one was a veritable flower garden made up of 
numerous tropical alpine species, many of them in bloom: 
groundsels with violet-gold inflorescences, giant groundsels, 
some of them with a plume-like crest of young mauve leaves, 
finger-like lobelias, mosses of all sorts and colours, cushions 
of ivory-white dwarf helichrysum, scabiosae, anemones and 
many others which I do not know by name. An occasional 
blue-grey granite rock or a tuft of the long tussocky grass 
scattered among what appeared to be well-ordered flower¬ 
beds, added effectively to the harmony of the setting. Between 
the upper and the lower tarns the new-born Nanyuki would 
be murmuring, and beneath its crystal-clear water one could 
count the stones on the bottom. 
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I could not help recalling what I had read about the master¬ 
pieces of the wise gardeners of ancient China, said to have 
been experts at making miniature wonder-gardens. Again, a 
poor modem city-dweller, I had been reminded of human 
craft and artificiality by an example of Nature’s own supreme 
taste as shown in the selection and blending of colour and 
forms. 

This sheer loveliness of plant life had a background which 
at first sight contrasted strangely so cold and harsh did it look, 
for between reddish rocks on the left and grey-blue walls on 
the right hung the snout of Cesar Glacier. The savage seracs 
forming a huge frozen waterfall ended in tongues and curls 
and embroideries of green shaded ice protruding from the 
main mass; but on looking again from the fairy garden in the 
foreground to the ice and rock-world behind I soon found 
that diis apparent discord merged in the placid mirror of the 
tarns which reflected both glacier and flowers, blending 
colours, smoothing contrasts as an accord links and welds 
seemingly contrasting musical notes. 

When we arrived back at the camp we found that Enzo 
had been busy. He had doubled the ropes supporting the tent 
roof, dug a ditch all round the tent and had made a cup for 
me of the empty jam tin, as I had mislaid my own mug. He 
had also carried out several minor works in his base camp to 
show that, though ill, he was in no way a passenger but still 
an active member of the party. 

The camp looked more comfortable, but unhappily we 
could do nothing about our greatest problem, that of food. 
Our rations being almost at an end we divided the last tin but 
one of corned beef for our dinner, put the last drops of olive 
oil on it and ate it with a few buttered biscuits. Following 
the advice of Giu&n we had reserved our butter to be eaten 
at the higher altitudes. He had been right as now we really 
craved for it more than for any other food. 

It is true that the quantity we ate left very much to be 
desired, but we comforted ourselves with the thought that 
our eyes had feasted on unforgettable scenes to compensate 
us for what our mouths had lacked. 

The day was ending in a crescendo of beauty. 

Beyond the real mountain of rock and ice, appeared a 
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phantom shape, a fairy mountain of those huge rounded heaps 
which the scientists call ‘cumuli’ but which the Venetian 
painters of the seventeenth century used to call ‘heroic clouds’. 
At first they were so dazzling white that the eye could not 
withstand the glare, but later, as the sun set behind a mist- 
bank overlying the Laikipia plateau they slowly changed 
colour, forming at last a crimson halo round the blood-red 
crags of Batian, while the rosy glaciers overhanging the in¬ 
visible tarns faded slowly in sympathy. 

This day, according to plan, was wholly devoted to rest and 
to final preparations for our attempt on Batian. 

We got up late having slept soundly for twelve hours on 
our grass palliasse in the narrow tent. The night had been so 
cold that the water in our bottles was still frozen solid at 
9 a.m., though the bottles had been well covered and had been 
placed inside our rucksacks. 

This ice was the best answer to a question I had put to 
myself: was it or was it not foolish to sleep without keeping 
a watch? As a rule dangerous beasts like lions and leopards 
do not frequent very high altitudes, but there are exceptions. 1 
As keeping watch without a fire was not possible I decided 
that it would be perfectly safe to trust to luck in so far as 
mountaineering felines were concerned. 

In order to get boiling water for breakfast coffee and for 
shaving we experimented again and again with dry lobelia 
and giant groundsel wood, but we could not get it to bum. 
The reason why we could not is still a mystery to us, as all 
parties on Mount Kenya whose records I have read managed 
to get giant groundsel to bum. It might be that native 
porters are experts at making out a fire from anything and 

1 One of the points of Kibo Crater on Kilimanjaro is named ‘Leopard 
Point’ in commemoration of a leopard carcase found there at 19,000 feet; the 
carcase of a second leopard was discovered not far below that of the first in 
1943 {Kilimanjaro Crater by E. Robson— East Africa Standard, 19th Nov. 
1943); on Ruwenzori E. A. T. Dutton found leopard pug marks at a great 
height ( Kenya Mountain, p. 55); on Mt. Kenya P. Ghigiione found Jeopard 
spoor in the lobelia and giant groundsel belt (Le mie scalate net cinque eontt- 
nenti , p. i&t) and in the high Mackinder Valley ‘Campi ya simba’ at some 
15,000 feet owes its name according to native tales (Dutton, p. 55) to a night 
call paid there by a lion. 
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every party which climbed before us was served by native 
porters. 

Thus we ate two tiny biscuits with plenty of butter and 
meat extract, and shaved with cold water. But still we did 
not give up hope. If giant groundsels and lobelias did not 
like the idea of being burnt by us we should have to try other 
fuel, as Enzo reckoned that the alcohol left for the boiler 
would be just enough for breakfast on ‘Batian-day’. There¬ 
fore we burnt dry grass heaped between two boulders under 
our closed cooking pot. The grass curled, blackened and 
smoked furiously without showing a flame, but it did develop 
heat. After more than an hour the water in the cooking pot 
started boiling, and for lunch we were able to have good tea 
with our last tin of corned beef. 

Unexpectedly ambitious hopes of being able to cook ‘game’ 
arose with our discovery of the rats. Actually the discovery 
had been made by Enzo, but had not been credited by us. 

This is what happened: as I was returning from washing 
and shaving at the ice-fringed brook, I found Enzo busy fas¬ 
tening our rucksacks half-way up the stems of giant groundsels 
near the tent. I commended him: 

‘It gives an impression of order and tidiness wholly worthy 
of a base camp commanded by you.’ 

‘There’s nothing to laugh at,’ he answered. ‘There is a 
reason apart from order and tidiness and I bet you could not 
guess what it is.’ 

I tried first ‘moisture’, then ‘danger of a sudden snowfall, 
subsequent thaw and deluge’. Finally I guessed ‘animals’ scor¬ 
ing from a shot in the dark. ‘Marmots’ was my next guess and 
at last ‘rats’. 

Enzo answered with a mysterious ‘Might be.’ 

‘What do you mean by “might be”? Either they are rats or 
they are something else, perhaps shrews or ground-squirrels.’ 

‘I don’t know what they are. They seem to be rats.’ 

‘Eats?’ I repeated, wondering what rats could live on at 
this altitude. Enzo, misunderstanding my doubts and know¬ 
ing that as a rule neither I nor Giu&n took his remarks at face 
value, retorted: 

‘I don’t see why you have to make such a fuss about it. 
Whatever the animals are they live under the boulders.’ 
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Triumphantly Giuitn intervened: ‘How did you see them 
if they live under the boulders?’ 

‘When they come out, like they did yesterday when you 
were both away. They have dark-brown fur and a white stripe 
running from the neck to the base of the tail. The fur is very 
thick indeed.’ 

‘Fur-bearing animals then!’ I said, still wondering if it was 
one of the yarns Enzo sometimes liked to spin, or if I could 
believe him. 

‘ Exactly. I was wondering how many of them I should 
want to make a cape for my wife.’ 

Giuan and I ended the interview with a hearty laugh and 
decided that Enzo was joking. 

But after lunch when we were all three sitting quietly near 
the tent basking in the weak sun, Enzo sewing the flag, Giukn 
fastening a new cord to his ice-axe and I oiling my boots, 
Enzo suddenly pointed to the next boulder. It was a gesture 
of pride which reminded me of that made by a conjurer when 
he produces the white rabbit out of his silk hat, points at 
it and remarks with theatrical modesty: ‘Voila!’ 

There it was, and Enzo who had been proved right smiled 
in a self-conscious manner. His description proved exact. 
The animal’s tail was rat-like, not furry like a squirrel’s. It 
sat on its hind legs, its fore-feet close to its breast, and looked 
at us in the half-suspicious and half-concerned maimer with 
which an old solicitor’s clerk looks over his glasses at an 
intruder in his office. 

It did not stay for long and at the first movement it dashed 
off. 

Anyhow rats formed the main topic of our conversation in 
the afternoon and we left it to Enzo’s well-proved ingenuity to 
discover the proper bait and to make a trap to catch some, 
not in order to make a cape for Enzo’s wife-of which 
Giukn's and my wife would have been rightly envious - but 
merely to provide us with something to eat as we were at 
the end of our rations. True, neither my companions nor I 
had any particular craving for rat meat ordinarily, and as a 
matter of fact we had never tasted it; but we felt at that 
moment that we could have eaten not only one but several, 
bones, skin and all. 
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Our day of rest and preparation passed in a flash. Washing, 
darning, mending, checking over ropes and crampons, put¬ 
ting spare hob-nails into the soles of our boots which had lost 
a lot of them owing to the continuous wading, oiling boots 
and other odds and ends took a lot of time. 

Enzo had at last sewn together the three sections of our 
flag which we had carried separately. In order to prevent it 
from being seized in case we were caught during our escape, 
the flag had been divided between us as follows: Enzo had 
carried the red section, using it as a bag for our biscuits, 
Giuan the green sewn into the lining of his cap as a business¬ 
like protection against ultra-violet rays, and I had concealed 
the white with the royal arms inside my shirt. 

I wrote on a sheet of drawing paper a message with our 
names (but without our prisoner-of-war numbers as this 
would have been against our rules) and put it into the - alasl 
- empty brandy-bottle and sealed it with candle wax, while 
Enzo tackled the matter of the flag-pole, to be carried inside 
my rucksack. 

The five-foot pole which Enzo had carried fastened to the 
tent-poles or had used as a walking stick was cut in half. On 
top of the lower half he fixed a mortise made of an empty 
corned-beef tin, into which the tenon of the upper pole could 
be slipped when we planted the flag. On the upper part of 
this pole Enzo sewed the flag and at die very top he fastened 
four wire rings through each of which we could pass a string 
to support the whole affair. 

It looked business-like and not at all ‘improvised’, and we 
were proud of it. 

Both parts of the flag-pole, complete with flag, fitted well 
into my rucksack leaving only a few inches protruding. 

At dinner we tightened our belts, and immediately after¬ 
wards we went to sleep while it was still light. 

I do not know how I managed to wake at the agreed hour 
and to rouse my companions. 

It was 2 a.m. when I got out of the tent and the sky was 
amazingly starry. 

Tent and boots were frozen hard and we had to wait a 
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long time before Enzo was able to melt the lump of ice in 
our cooking pot over the weak flame of the boiler, and to 
announce ‘Breakfast ready!’ 

It was at length the breakfast for the day. With slow 
delight we swallowed the almost solid brew of cocoa, Oval- 
tine, powdered milk and plenty of sugar, followed by two 
biscuits for each of us, with butter and meat-extract. 

Enzo shook hands with us, perhaps slightly moved. We 
told him not to worry if we did not return at dusk because 
we should possibly have to bivouac on the mountain. 

We anointed our hands and face with the anti-sunburn 
cream prepared for this purpose by Giuan, put on our mitts 
and set off shortly before three o’clock feeling in good form 
and in high spirits, joyfully aware that the day had in store 
the climax of our trip, whatever it might be. 

The swamps were frozen hard. The ice crackled under die 
nails of our boots but it held. The giant groundsels seen in 
the beam of the torchlighr had a ghostly appearance. 

With slow and steady steps we followed the Nanyuki up¬ 
stream and passed between the two pitch-black tarns. High 
rose the overwhelming bulk of Batian, black and direatening, 
the cauldron of the north glaciers only slightly less dark in 
colour. 

On the upper shore of the top tarn we rested. The water 
was so still that we could see the stars of the zenith reflected 
motionless in it. We lay down and solemnly, as if performing 
a strange ritual, we drank in small, slow draughts the ice- 
cold, black and starry water. 

It was ten past four by the time we started the wearisome 
ascent of the scree which the day before we had descended in 
one cheerful slide. Steadily our nailed boots rasped the loose 
stones with a grinding noise and the light-cone of our torch 
slowly gained height. 

The ‘Molar* was at first silhouetted against the stars as if 
it were a feature of a far horizon, but gradually its size in¬ 
creased until it stood out as a bulwark against the sky which 
still bore no sign of die dawn. 

As soon as we reached the saddle we were met by an icy 
gale. The Flying Dutchman reared its storm-battered break¬ 
water into the night. It appeared even more fairy-like than 
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■when seen in the light of day, separated from us not by a 
valley but by centuries. Two bright stars seemed to us to 
be riding lights on her invisible masts, eternal lights for her 
motionless voyage through time. 

Although it was only twenty minutes to six we were quite 
ready to rest and to nibble a biscuit, but the wind blew so cold 
that our fingers became stiff as soon as they were out of the 
mitts. Accordingly we went on, ascending the scree east of 
Point Peter where the broken lobelias showed us the way. 

As we reached the rocks which marked the beginning of 
the actual climb the dawn broke rapidly beyond the jagged 
outline of the north-east ridge. We ate a tiny biscuit each 
and as soon as it was light enough we started. 

We progressed rapidly, aiming at the gap below Dutton 
Peak which we had reached in our reconnaissance two days 
before. 

The morning was fine. Not a single cloud appeared to mar 
the sky which was of that deep blue-violet shade it assumes 
only when it is seen from over 16,000 feet. It occurred to me 
that if I looked westwards over the Aberdares from the edge 
of the ridge dropping down to C6sar Glacier, at this hour and 
in this glorious weather I might be able to recognise Lake 
Baringo or even Mount Elgon. 

Giuim agreed to my proposal and we moved off our main 
route on the crest of the ridge between Point Peter and 
Dutton Peak. We saw neither the Lake nor Mount Elgon 
owing to a thick bank of mist covering everything below the 
8,ooo-foot level, but our efforts were rewarded by a view 
which I shall always remember as one of the most amazing 
of the whole trip. 

On the undulating silver-grey sea of mist was cast the 
dome-shaped shadow of Mount Kenya surmounted by the 
tooth-like form of Batian, all in a dull brown-violet hue. The 
peculiarity of this natural shadow-play was that from the 
very summit of Batian’s image there rose a second shade- 
cone pointing to the west, together with an exactly similar, 
complementary light-cone pointing to the east. It was a phe¬ 
nomenon of reflection I am still not able to explain. 

We stared, forgetting for a moment that we were due to 
climb Batian. It was as though a giant with magic scissors 
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had cut a wedge from the shade of the mountain and, pivoting 
this on its apex, had turned it 180 degrees filling the empty 
space with silvery wool. 

We turned, and after following the crest of the ridge for 
a while reached the gap below Dutton Peak where we im¬ 
mediately roped on. 

A mountaineer when writing his memoirs usually refers to 
the rope, to which he often owes his life, as ‘trusty’. I fear 
that I must deny our rope the customary adjective. From the 



very beginning it looked so untrustworthy that we thought 
it better to link ourselves together with a double length. We 
hoped that two ‘untrustworthys’ added together would make, 
against all rules of arithmetic, one ‘trusty’. I cannot blame 
our poor sisal ropes for being unreliable, because it was our 
fault for bringing them. They had been manufactured for the 
purpose of fastening bedding-nets to bunks and were satis¬ 
factory when used thus. 

Giuan led, and by 8 a.m. we were climbing steadily. 

It was great fun traversing the north face of Dutton Peak 
more or less on the contour with the white, cracked surface 
of C£sar Glacier at our feet far below. At last, after months 
of preparation, we were climbing Batian, the goal of our 
dreams. It was almost too good to be true. 

The rock although exposed was sound, and the holds even 
when small were safe. The rocks of Batian (nepheline syenite 
as discovered by Gregory) seemed to offer the same degree 
of reliability as the granite of the Mont Blanc Group and 
Giuan, whose last climb in the Alps had been a severe ascent 
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of the Grandes Jorasses, was delighted to find many similar¬ 
ities so far as the rock was concerned. 

On our route across the face we were forced to cross a few 
couloirs filled with very hard ice. There our camp-made ice- 
axes proved their worth gloriously. 

We left the contour so as to reach a small, lower terrace 
offering a foothold for both of us. Here I left the first of our 
red-painted paper-arrows, brought to show us the way back 
in case we were surprised by mists. 

So far everything had gone well. We both felt in good 
fettle and in high spirits, and only the sisal-ropes worried us. 
They seemed to have been made deliberately in such a 
manner that they clung to every minute irregularity of the 
rocks, owing to their coarse, hairy texture. They continu¬ 
ally got entangled and alternately Giu&n and I, according to 
who was managing the belay at the moment, cursed them 
roundly. 

From the terrace we had to regain our height, and it was 
only possible to do this by scaling an oblique crack leading to 
a ledge some thirty feet above. Giu&n managed it in good 
style with ‘pressure grips’ technique and soon shouted that 
on the ledge he had found a good belay and that I could follow 
him. 

I started, but half-way up the crack my arm muscles weak¬ 
ened and I felt that I would have to yield. As I expected my 
left hand gave way and for a moment I dangled above Cesar 
Glacier, supported only by the grip of my right hand on a 
tiny hold. As I felt I could stand the strain no longer, I 
shouted to Giuim: ‘Give me rope,’ and let myself glide - or 
better fall - towards the terrace, which was some twelve feet 
below me and slightly to my left. I managed to push myself - 
I had almost written ‘my body’, but at this stage of my story 
it would have had too gruesome an implication - towards the 
left and I actually landed on the terrace. 

The anticlimax of the incident came soon. My knees started 
trembling pitifully and I had to sit down. 

Giu 4 n had no clear idea as to what had happened, because 
as he was facing the rock he had not seen me. Apart from 
this the rope had become entangled for the hundredth time 
on some small projection on the rocks. 
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‘Have you got enough rope?’ he asked from above. ‘Are 
you coming?’ 

‘Coming,’ I answered, partly because I had no breath left 
to give him a longer explanation which would have been 
unavoidable had I said ‘No’ or ‘Not yet’; and partly, I have 
to confess, because I felt ashamed. Why this was so I do not 
know. Who can fathom completely his own feelings? There 
was, I imagine, some ‘loss of face’ for having failed in a pitch 
which my companion had overcome brilliantly, if not easily; 
but there was also, I know, more than a prick of conscience 
for having dared to attempt more than my training should 
have allowed me to undertake. A good mountaineer may take 
justifiable risks, but is never foolhardy. 

Anyhow, I started again breathing deeply and regularly and 
summoning all my energy. 

‘Pull the rope,’ I said to Giuan. 

While resting on the terrace I had noticed high above the 
left (upper) lip of the crack a little fingerhold. Thanks to my 
height — blessed again be my parents 1 -1 managed to catch 
hold of it with my left hand, thus avoiding the necessity of 
continuing to work by pressure in the crack. In a few minutes 
I was sitting on the ledge near Giukn. 

‘You’re looking rather pale,’ said my friend and doctor, 
and I explained what had happened. 

After a good rest we went on. 

Following the same contour we reached a black rock-rib 
which we had noticed on our reconnaissance climb. It would 
lead us to the ‘Black Tooth’ between Dutton Peak and Petit 
Gendarme. Behind the rib there was a narrow gully which 
we ascended vertically. A few pitches were ice-covered but 
offered no other difficulty. I myself was not in the same mood 
as I had been when we set out. Something had gone wrong 
with my conscience and I was mentally no longer at ease. I 
felt as though I had wronged someone and was guilty of a 
crime. 

At ten o’clock we were on the ridge dividing Northey from 
the Cesar-Josef Glaciers and very soon afterwards we reached 
the rocks on the ridge we had called among ourselves ‘Black 
Tooth’. "We found no cairn and wondered if by chance we 
were the first to have reached this sequestered and unimportant 
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feature of Mount Kenya’s north face. Now I think that it must 
have been climbed by other people during reconnaissances on 
this side of the peak. 

We sat there for a quarter of an hour studying the next 
move like chess-players not knowing that though they were 
far more skilful at the game, Shipton and Tilman had classed 
as ‘hopeless’ every attempt on the summit from this point 
even during ‘summer conditions’ on the rocks. 

We were mesmerised by the formidable, glistening white 
ice-cliffs of Northey Glacier. No, definitely here was no bread 
for our teeth. It looked as if they could be overcome only 
with first-class crampons, ice-axes, pitons and ropes, after 
first-class training and first-class food; a mere dream for 
escaped prisoners! 

We studied again the north-west ridge itself, tire route we 
had planned originally. It was an awe-inspiring view and 
technically very difficult, sprinkled with ice and snow as it 
was, under the existing winter conditions. The first five hun¬ 
dred feet or so from the gap behind Petit Gendarme seemed 
not too bad, but higher up it looked rather grim although we 
were too far below to be able to see details clearly even with 
the binoculars. Still, whatever route we decided to try, we 
had first to reach the gap behind Petit Gendarme. 

To do so we first descended from our observatory in the 
direction of Northey Glacier and without meeting any diffi¬ 
culty we reached by a detour the gap between ‘Black Tooth’ 
and Petit Gendarme. Had we had better and longer ropes it 
would have been quicker to have made a rappel straight down 
from ‘Black Tooth’. 

At 11 a.m. we were at last attacking the rocks at the 
foot of Petit Gendarme, in other words the very body of 
Batian. 

The first rope-lengths were rather easy although the rocks 
were rotten and offered no sound belay. Soon we met much 
damp snow, covered now and then with a thin frozen crust. 
At every belay I left an arrow. 

First we kept trying to swing to the left in the direction of 
the gap, our immediate aim, but the rocks became smoother 
and soon they offered no holds at all. Thus we climbed 
vertically, hoping to find higher up a traverse to the left. 
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More and more snow plastered the slabs. Had it been 
frozen to any depth it would have offered us, in exchange for 
the relatively light labour of step-cutting, a good and quick 
way up; but it was not and Giuan had to clean it off and as I 
was as a rule directly below him little snow avalanches hit me 
regularly. If I looked up to give him another foot of rope from 
my belay the snow would fall on my face, and if I bent my 
head it landed on my neck and went under my clothes and 
down my spine. I comforted myself by trying to imagine that 
it was an agreeable change from our camp sho wers, but I could 
not find it agreeable for all that. * 

A sad disappointment was the discovery that the rocks 
under the snow plaster appeared to be smooth slabs as devoid 
of holds as diose we had already decided not to try towards 
the gap. Presently I could give no more belay to Giuki, We 
were already risking too much, or as the Italian proverb has 
it ‘pulling the Devil by his tail’. Had Giuki fallen he would 
have dragged me with him and vice-versa. 

Neverdieless we continued to advance by inches, hoping to 
strike a possible line of traverse towards the gap or an ascent 
line towards the arfite between the gap and the top of Petit 
Gendarme. It was distinctly a tough struggle. In some places 
I was able to leave an arrow, fixing it with a piece of snow- 
crust. After all, we had to consider our return-journey. 

I wondered if we had reached 5,000 metres, which would 
have been an achievement in itself for every Alpine climber 
as the highest peak of the Alps, Mont Blanc itself, is only 
4,883 metres. 1 

Giuin was faced widr a peculiarly awkward pitch and the 
minutes dragged on into a quarter of an hour without any 
appreciable gain. My fingers were already numbed with cold. 
I managed to move the ropes, which were our very theoretical 
safeguard, only with great difficulty. 

At 12.30 p.m., to my horror, I noticed rags of mists coming 
from the south. In no time they enveloped the upper part 
of north-west ridge, while other tongues blown by an 

1 5,000 metres=16,404 feet. As Shipton determined Dutton Peak as about 
16,100, and I had the impression that we were some 300 feet higher than this— 
as a matter of faet I could see it between my legs -1 am inclined to think that 
we were near the 5,000-metre mark. 
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increasingly strong wind passed through the gap we had so 
far failed to reach and condensed on our side of the mountain. 
Soon they enveloped Northey and Cdsar Glaciers, Dutton 
Peak, ‘Black Tooth’, everything. 

The temperature dropped. An icy storm brought more and 
more misty clouds. I started shivering. Giuan’s ghostly grey 
figure alternately disappeared and reappeared on the rocks 
above my head. 

He seemed unable to advance. He too was probably con¬ 
sidering the situation from this new point of view. 

‘Ifello!’ I shouted to him. 

‘Hello!’ came his answer, half drowned by the whistling 
of the wind. 

‘How are you going on?’ 

‘Not at all.’ 

I didn’t answer. 

‘I see no possibility,’ he carried on after a while, ‘of going 
an inch further, nor perhaps of getting back.’ T still do not 
know - and neither does he - how he had managed to climb 
as far as he had. 

I cannot remember the exact words we shouted to each 
other in the roar of the storm, but it was a very short con¬ 
versation which, as a novelist would say, ‘held life and death 
in the balance’. 

We decided to retreat, if possible. 

While Giuim, inch by inch, made his sorrowful and awk¬ 
ward way down the temperature seemed to me to rise again, 
and it started snowing and hailing together. Not only would 
any attempt to climb further have been unpardonable lunacy, 
but the prospects of a safe retreat began to appear rather 
problematic. 

For the following forty minutes - and it took Giuim that 
long to reach the spot where I still clung to the rock - the 
storm was dead against us. Slowly my numbed fingers, cut 
and bruised during the past week by bamboo and rock, re¬ 
trieved the rope which separated me from my friend. For¬ 
tunately the wind was so strong that the falling snow did not 
immediately cover the rocks. Had it done so the red arrows 
I had left would have been hidden and we should have been 
hopelessly lost. 
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When Giuan joined me at last on my precarious perch his 
eyebrows, moustaches and blanket-suit were frozen with ice 
and his lips were almost white. According to my reading, 
people in similar circumstances shake hands. We had neither 
the inclination nor the time to do so at that moment. 

The wind dropped a little but the snow fell more steadily 
and more thickly. Snow-flakes whirled round us, snow heaped 
on every irregularity of the rocks and plastered the wool of 
our caps, jackets and trousers with an icy crust. 

Thus we started the descent, doubly difficult as we were 
retracing our steps not only because of the blizzard but also 
owing to the fact that we had been ‘technically’ defeated by 
the rocks. 

Clinging to my small holds I peered down into the fury of 
the elements, trying to locate a red arrow in all this white hell. 
At last I saw one, a welcome sign of life in this dead world. 
Slowly and with great effort we reached it. ‘Shall we have the 
strength to attempt Lenana to-morrow in order to hoist our 
flag there at last?’ I asked myself. ‘Shall we be able to descend 
from Batian to-day?’ was the question I was afraid to ask 
myself. 

Our fingers were frozen from continuously cleaning the 
snow from off' our holds. The sisal ropes were as hard as iron 
rods and their icy fibres stung our hands like needles. 

The few rope-lengths down the slabs of Petit Gendarme 
amidst the whirling blizzard were as long as miles, and even 
now as I am writing this I can scarcely believe that all these 
things happened to me. Sometimes I am inclined to think that 
I only dreamt it. 

When at last we reached the gap between Petit Gendarme 
and ‘Black Tooth’ we felt exhausted in every muscle and 
nerve. We sat down awhile, relaxing and compelling our¬ 
selves to swallow a piece of toffee and the handful of sultanas 
which my mother had sent me in her Christmas parcel and 
which I had kept for *Batian-day’. Only I know how often 
I had resisted the temptation to eat them before this. 

At 2.50 p.m. we unroped and started crossing the easy 
rocks round ‘Black Tooth’. Fortunately we managed to find 
the red arrow marking the point where we should start the 
descent of Dutton Peak north face. We roped on again and 
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started our traverse back. It was 3.30 p.m. Only three and 
a half hours of daylight remained. 

Descending the more difficult rocks - and descending in 
mountaineering is as a rule more difficult than climbing - we 
realised at every step how weary we were. Every hold had 
first to be cleared of snow with hand or foot and tested 
thoroughly for its stability. Several times we had to cut ice 
off the rocks or to cut steps in an ice-couloir. 

It had almost stopped snowing but the mists were so thick 
that we could see no further than twenty to thirty feet. The 
whole face of the mountain which we had crossed the morning 
before seemed totally new to us. 

When I was lucky enough to find an arrow we made for it 
and remained there until I had discovered the next one. It 
was a nerve-racking job. Frequently having mistaken some 
reddish-looking spot on the rocks for an arrow, we went 
astray and had to retrace our steps. I cannot remember how 
many times I concluded that we were irretrievably lost on 
that hostile, snow-covered face. I remember only that when 
at last I saw the terrace where I had made the ‘landing’ in 
the morning, the episode seemed to me to have happened 
weeks, not hours before. 

We roped down to the terrace on a rappel, avoiding the 
ominous crack, and there we rested a little. 

Looking at the crack Giuan remarked: ‘I can’t understand 
how I managed it this morning.’ 

‘You’re telling me!’ I answered. 

The mists cleared. 

The sight of the gap below Dutton Peak was as welcome 
to us as is the flash of a lighthouse Lo the crew of a boat 
endangered in stormy waters. Even so we were more than an 
hour in reaching it. 

Once there we unroped. We had got out of a tight 
corner. 

Before leaving for good the scene of our unsuccessful 
struggle we glanced back. Batian’s north-west ridge looked 
grand, ice-sprinkled and partially enveloped in clouds. Per¬ 
haps it looked even more superb for being left inviolate. 

We consoled ourselves by thinking that at least we had 
stretched out our hands towards that magnificent goal, and 
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though we deeply regretted having been defeated we felt sure 
that in our condition we could not have done more. 

In one of those abrupt changes of weather which occur 
so often on high mountains the mists were now lifting 
en masse towards the setting sun. Cesar and Joseph Glaciers 
glistened at our feet, all their crevasses covered by new 
snow. 

Point Peter, also newly whitened by snow, scintillated in 
the flashes of sunlight like a giant sugar loaf. ‘It would prove 
a good climb,’ I thought, for those who love mountains are 
incurable dreamers - even before they have recovered from 
one defeat they begin unconsciously to plan a new attempt. 
I chased away such thoughts. Every crumb of our energy - 
and it seemed that only very little was left - must be stored 
for Lenana. 

I wondered then, perhaps for the first time that day, how 
Enzo had fared; whether it had snowed at the base camp too 
and whether he had been worried at seeing the fury of the 
blizzard on the peak. 

Making a bundle of our frozen ropes we started to descend 
the easy rocks. We had neither the time nor the energy to 
roll them up in a business-like manner. We slid and jumped 
downhill unlil we reached the more or less level going of the 
scree where the last lobelias grew. As soon as the last of the 
rocks lay behind us we felt ready to collapse. 

So long as we continued climbing on all fours our muscles 
and nerves had carried out their functions almost automati¬ 
cally; but we had been engaged in actual rock-climbing for 
almost twelve hours, not under the easiest conditions, and 
now we felt the anticlimax and exhaustion was near. 

We ate a bit of toffee but I could hardly swallow mine. I 
craved for liquid food like soup or milk. 

While resting we discussed my proposal for bivouacking 
near the ‘Molar’ and attempting Lenana on the morrow, as 
I assumed that we should never be able to make the long 
march thither from our distant and low base camp. Giu&n 
turned down this foolhardy idea on the grounds that after the 
day’s strain we should literally freeze at night and that we 
must look after Enzo. I had to give in, but my hope of climb¬ 
ing Lenana was vanishing. 
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However, the next forty minutes’ march around the base 
of Point Peter to the ‘Molar Saddle’ showed me how 
right Giuan had been to turn down my proposal. Every 
step was sheer misery. My ears were humming and a ner¬ 
vous hiccup shook me at every few steps. Giu&n was not 
much better. Feeling his pulse he said that he had a bit of 
temperature. 

In a hollow of the ‘Molar’ I hid the ropes and crampons. If 
we were to use them for Lenana we should pass here and 
pick them up. Then we tried to slide down the scree towards 
the tarns, but our lassitude did not allow us to keep our 
balance. It was getting dark and late. 

Hoping to find a shorter way from the scree directly to 
the lower tarn, I got into a ravine of big rocks where we had 
to climb on all-fours once again. Giuiin who from the begin¬ 
ning had been against trying to take this short cut grumbled 
angrily behind me at this extra exercise in semi-darkness, but 
we were too weak to argue. 

It was almost completely dark when at last we reached, 
after our useless detour, not the lower but the upper 
tarn. 

A few clouds scurried westwards and the last shimmer of 
daylight cast a gruesome, dim light over the tarn, revealing 
a broad ice-belt round its margin and a few large ice-plates 
floating in the centre, reminding me of the description of 
some horrid skin-disease. Among the flower-gardens, which 
erstwhile had fascinated us with their true expression of beauty, 
we stumbled sullen and worn-out, without enthusiasm, with¬ 
out strength. In the fading light the giant groundsels seemed 
monsters trying to grasp us with their tentacles. 

I shivered and hiccuped. Before me I saw non-existent 
dancing lights. 

Now and then Giu&n behind me murmured: ‘Oh dear!’ I 
wondered again how we should be able to make a fresh start 
for Lenana to-morrow. It seemed impossible. We must have 
a whole day of rest. Our strength could not be restored with 
food, for almost none was left. 

As we descended following the outlet of the lower tarn, 
the Nanyuki, the mists closed in more and more. It was 
already inky dark, but by the light of our torch I could see the 
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mist-rags performing their danse macabre. Soon the fog be¬ 
came thicker and thicker and the mist in front of my torch 
was a whitish wall. We could not see more than a yard or 
two. It was frightfully cold. Every leaf of groundsel, every 
grass-culm, every stone was dripping moisture. 

‘How long have we to go before reaching the tent?’ askefl 
Giuan. 

‘Not much longer,’ I answered, adding to myself: ‘If we 
ever find it at all.' 

Presently I heard a strange sound, like the chiming of bells. 
Yes, I positively could hear bells. 

‘Giuan 1 ’ 

A grumble answered me. 

‘Do you hear?’ 

‘Hear what?’ 

‘Bells.’ 

‘Bells?’ 

‘Bells.’ 

‘You are mad.’ 

Was I getting mad? And yet I had heard them distinctly, 
like the cow-bells of the herds in the open Alps in summer, or 
the bells of the little churches with steep-roofed towers 
emerging from clusters of houses in the highest villages of 
the valleys. The chiming seemed to invite me to sit and rest 
but I rebelled against its soft suggestions. Stopping to rest 
would have meant perhaps... well, after all, I think now that 
it was only the deep-rooted instinct of self-preservation that 
dragged us along this night. 

Later a thought flashed through my half-numbed brain: 
‘Could we by any chance have passed the erratic boulders 
where our tent was?’ 

A glance at my watch showed me that we could not have 
done so, but in order not to lose the way we kept closer to 
the brook, and where it passed through swamps we walked 
right in the water, wherever it seemed to be running fastest. 

We were cold, exhausted and wet, and it was still not the 
end of our day. Lucky are mountaineers who, after an 
unsuccessful climb in the Alps, can at least find a hut in which 
to dry their clothing and a fire at which to warm them¬ 
selves. 
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Our feet splashed in the water of the brook or squelched in 
the marshy grass. We fell and rose again. Luckily the torch 
never failed. How we managed to carry on I scarcely remem¬ 
ber. All I know is that I must have been delirious as I ‘saw’ 
and ‘heard’ people. I knew exactly who they were: characters 
from the last books I had read before escaping. There was 
Thomas Buddenbrook of Thomas Mann’s novel, his pale face 
with its small pointed beard and a small Russian cigarette 
between his lips; and there were two characters from Charles 
Morgan, Piers Lord Sparkenbroke after an attack of angina 
pectoris, just back from the threshold of his Platonic world, 
and Mary; though characters of different authors they talked 
together of distant and supreme topics, of Death and Love and 
Time. 

There at last was the row of erratic boulders. We called 
Enzo. We screamed with all the power of our lungs. No 
answer came. 

It occurred to me that there were two rows of boulders and 
that the tent was behind a rock in the second row. We carried 
on. 

Things danced before my eyes. Now and then Giu&n sob¬ 
bed. Every step was an exertion which it seemed impossible 
to repeat. We marched and marched and the second line of 
boulders did not appear. 

My heart was sinking into my boots; I realised that the 
row we had seen was the second row, and that we had passed 
the first unnoticed, owing to the fog. 

I turned back. Giu&n followed automatically, without even 
asking why I was retracing my steps. 

Those last minutes were the worst. I only remember that 
it was long, almost unbearably long before I reached the 
boulders again. 

‘Were they the first or the second line?’ 

I did not know but I began to realise how a man goes 
mad. 

‘Enzo,’ we screamed again. 

No answer came. 

Moisture-dripping groundsels stood around us. None of the 
boulders had a familiar shape. Which row was it? And where 
was the other one? On the left or on the right? 
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I started following the row, casting at every boulder a 
beam of light and looking for footprints. Everything seemed 
strange and new. 

Then I saw - yes, I saw, it was not a mirage - the tent. It 
was almost invisible, low and small, seemingly crouched 
under the big boulder; and yet for us it meant everything. 

‘Enzo!’ we shouted with renewed energy. 

There was a grumbling answer from inside the long low 
bag which started tossing and at last ejected a crawling Thing 
wrapped in a blanket, Enzo. He was perfectly right in having 
gone to sleep as we had told him that we were probably going 
to bivouac on the mountain. 

'Is there a drop of alcohol left for making tea?’ 

‘Only enough to boil one pot of water.’ 

‘Please make tea.’ 

He lit the boiler while Giuan staggered towards the tent, 
crawled in on all-fours, turned over and fell asleep. 

I tried to take off my puttees, sodden with water inside and 
covered with a crust of frozen mud outside. Puttees, hands, 
legs, all together trembled and shook. It was the last hard 
job of the day. 

‘What time is it?’ asked Enzo. 

‘Ten to nine,’ I answered. We had been out for almost 
eighteen hours. 

Enzo did not question me any more. 

He had seen the flag-poles still protruding from my ruck¬ 
sack. He knew we were beaten. He knew that in our condition 
we could not attempt Lenana on the morrow. He saw clearly 
that his agony would continue for more than another forty- 
eight hours. He had not eaten a bite the whole day. He had 
been mountain-sick and terribly hungiy. He knew that after 
Lenana we should have to march back practically without 
food. His condition could not improve and he had only to 
wait, and to wait is one of the most horrible things on earth 
as every prisoner knows; but he did not grumble. 

I had not known him before our escape. On our trip I had 
found him funny, crazy in a way, quick-tempered, full of the 
spirit of adventure. I had found him amusing. Now I appreci¬ 
ated him fully. He was worth his salt. 
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By silent agreement the day was devoted to rest. 

Our boots were so soaked that we could not put them on 
and our clothes were still damp, though we had not taken 
them off during the night. We felt exhausted and frightfully 
hungry. 

When I washed and shaved at the ice-fringed brook, I saw 
in the mirror a strange worn-out face which almost frightened 
me. ‘If we were attacked by buffaloes,’ I thought, ‘we should 
not even be able to climb the boulders as we had planned.’ 

After having had the last of our porridge and two biscuits 
each (size i in. by 2 in.) with butter and meat-extract, the 
whole ration allotted for the day, we took careful stock of the 
remaining food: three little bags of salt, coffee and tea; the 
bottom of tire bag (a part of a pyjama-leg sewed at one end) 
of our ‘climbing-food’: consisting of a few pieces of choco¬ 
late, toffee and a dozen sultanas; four tea-spoons of sugar; 
some four ounces of barley sugar; half a pound of rice; ten 
biscuits; a heaped knife-top of meat-extract; some five or six 
ounces of butter. 

On paper it looks a lot, but we could have devoured the 
whole in one meal. Instead it had to last us for at least four 
days. 

At 10 a.m. I made a sketch of the base camp with Batian in 
the background. While I was drawing a new storm started 
raging on the peak. Enzo who had seen ‘our’ blizzard the day > 
before remarked that that had been more severe; but whether 
this was so, or whether he said it to flatter us, I do not know. 

Before dark we were already lying in the tent, waiting for 
sleep to put an end to hunger and cold. 

It was x a.m. when we got up after only a few hours of 
sleep. On the last flickering flame of the boiler Enzo melted 
the lump of ice which had formed in the cooking pot. When 
the water was just getting warm the flame died out. The 
alcohol was finished. 

In the warm water Enzo washed the inner side of the bags 
which had contained Ovaltine, powdered milk and cocoa, 
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added the four tea-spoons of sugar, a few leaves of tea and 
served almost cold. 

It proved a delightful mixture. In addition we had one 
biscuit each and the last of the meat extract. 

At 1.50 a.m. Giuan and I started. The torch cast a dim 
failing light, perfect symbol of the strength of our party. 

The night seemed to me colder than the one preceding our 
attempt on Batian, and if the same rules as regards weather 
were applicable to Kenya as in the Alps, this presaged a fine 
day. 

Though we had started one and a quarter hours earlier than 
on ‘Batian day* we only reached the lower tarn at 3 a.m. We 
lost our way several times among die boulders, and after hav¬ 
ing made a longer detour between the two tarns owing to 
the weak light shed by our torch, we arrived at the upper 
tarn only forty minutes earlier than on the previous day. 

We were amazed when we saw the whole surface of the 
tarn covered with ice. In the light of the stars it was a wonder¬ 
ful sight. More wonderful, although not entirely necessary as 
we were not at all thirsty, was the new experience which 
followed. With the point of our ice-axes we opened a hole 
in the ice and, lying on the smooth surface, we sucked a 
drink of water through the hole. 

The ascent of the steep slope below ‘Molar Saddle’ was 
particularly hard. To avoid repeating the error made as we 
came down from Batian when we found ourselves in a ravine 
on the left side of the valley, I erred in the opposite direction, 
as happens not only while mountaineering. We struck so 
far to the right that we finished on the front moraine of 
Joseph Glacier. 

As soon as we became aware of my new mistake, we 
climbed down a steep gorge and up the far side to the scree. 
This new waste of time upset us thoroughly. We wanted to 
reach the top of Lenana at xo a.m., as on the day before the 
storm on the peaks had started at this hour and we feared 
that it might repeat itself. 

Scarcely had we started up the scree when the torch decided 
to call it a day and the fading light died out completely. In 
pitchblack darkness we scrambled on, often sliding down 
several yards in die attempt to make one step up. 
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It was a long tiring job, and we were very relieved to reach 
the 'Molar’ at last. From the cache I produced the crampons 
and ropes and slowly we started descending the side of Mac¬ 
kinder’s Valley. The stars shone brightly giving us some light, 
but as neither of us had been here before we had to conduct 
this night march on terra incognita with care. 

There was a nip in the air which pierced the very bones. 
We were over 15,000 feet up and it was the hour before dawn, 
the coldest of the night. 

The sky was clear; the Southern Cross hung glorious over 
Point Piggot and Magellan’s Cloud was setting on the western 
horizon, but not even from this altitude could we see the Polar 
Star. 

We reached two little pools on the moraine of Northey Gla¬ 
cier. Beyond them the ground proved rocky and we thought 
it better to sit down and to await daylight. 

By and by the gloomy fore-castle of the Flying Dutchman 
grew paler and paler and round the pools we could distinguish 
the lobelias, looking in the first dim light of day like funerary 
torches or stones in an Arab cemetery. 

At last the sky between Sendeyo and Lenana blushed 
rosy. There was no breath of wind. An abysmal silence 
reigned. 

Always, and more especially on mountains, have I watched 
daybreak with deep awe. It is an age-old miracle which re¬ 
peats itself again and again, every day the same and every 
day different. It is the hour of Genesis. 

Then, on the high bowsprit of the Flying Dutchman there 
rose a flag of flame-colour, while her petrified bulwarks showed 
faintly rose. A breeze passed over the rocks and rippled the 
surface of the pools slightly. 

It was day and we could start marching again. 

The morning was glorious and as we walked straight to¬ 
wards the rising sun the whole of Mackinder’s Valley was 
bathed in golden light. 

The curled pinnacle near the summit of Lenana twinkling 
on the horizon above the violet-shaded Gregory glacier looked 
cheerful and inviting. 

We passed close to the foot of the formidable-looking north¬ 
east ridge, making our way between boulders of all sizes and 
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shapes. I particularly remember one of them of the exact size 
and shape of a grand piano. 

On our left the valley got narrower and at its head we saw 
the unbroken blue-green mirror of a tarn. 1 The brook formed 
by its outlet roared down the valley, recalling to my memory 
the noises, as of another world, made by trains which run 
through some Alpine valleys. 

Frequently we looked at the western face of Sendeyo (our 
Flying Dutchman ) not yet touched by the sun and appearing 
gloomy and terrible, and wondered if ever a bold cl imb er had 
scaled those fascinating rocks from this side. 2 

We did our best to keep along one contour at the base of 
the north-eastern face of Batian, but soon we realised that we 
should have to lose some height as one of the pillars support¬ 
ing the gigantic walls had its base below our altitude. While 
descending slightly we could not help being attracted by the 
features of this north-cast wall. It was still virgin ground as no 
party had managed to reach Batian’s summit from this side. 
Only on July the 31st 1944 did Arthur H. Firmin, Nairobi, 
and Peter Hicks, Eldoret, in a brilliant climb make the first 
ascent of the north-east face. 

Dutton compared this sight to gigantic organ-pipes. I, not 
having read Dutton’s book at this time, recalled a forlorn 
valley-top under the sheer 4,000-feet drop of the west face of 
Jof Fuart in the western Julian Alps, where from time im¬ 
memorial the herdsmen had called a place like this ‘Its altaris’: 
‘the altars’. Not by mere chance is the mountain climber in¬ 
duced to drink of organ-pipes or of altars as he looks up those 
towering rocks; it is a religious feeling which fills his heart. 

As we reached the edge of the buttress which had forced 
us to lose height we found ourselves facing another little 
marvel, recalling homely mountain customs. At almost a 
man’s height die rock showed a niche, rounded as though 
carved by man’s tools. At the foot of the niche and round it, 
the rock was covered by helichrysums clinging in a compact 
cushion and enjoying the sun. One could hardly believe that 
the flowers had grown there spontaneously; they seemed to 

1 Campi ya Simba Lake. 

a These rocks were scaled on die 16th of February 194; by Olimpio 
Gabrioli and J. W. Howard. 
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have been put there, in homage to an invisible Madonna in 
a wayside shrine, by some wanderer who saw in the majesty 
of the mountain a sign of the Creator’s might. 

Gaining height again we set foot on the moraine of a 
small glacier bearing the name of the discoverer of Mount 
Kenya, Krapf. Later we crossed the scree which comes down 
from Point Thomson and soon found a large, almost horizontal 
ledge of rocks, partially split by ravines and resembling an 
ancient road. It led straight to a flat saddle which I think is 
Flake Col, although on Dutton’s map it bears no name at all. 

We did not make for the col but scrambled up easy, parti¬ 
ally ice-covered rocks, aiming towards the ridge of Lenana 
itself. Only our desire to be on the summit of Lenana by ten 
o’clock lent us speed. We felt very weak and every step was a 
real effort. 

At 8 a.m., six hours after leaving the base camp, we were 
on the top of the ridge. We sat down, basking in the sun and 
finishing the contents of our ‘climbing-bag’, crumbs of choco¬ 
late, toffee and sultanas. 

We were generously compensated for the lack of food by 
the magnificent view. At our feet lay Nithy Valley between 
two gentle slopes dotted with rocks and groundsels and show¬ 
ing several shimmering pools. 

Further down we noticed the Hall tarns glittering with 
water and the clear-cut drop above the dark-green lake Mich- 
aelson; further on a seemingly boiling sea of clouds cloaked 
the plains, but two dark ridges protruded looking like whales 
among the waves. I believe they were Mount Ithungani and 
Mount Fangani. Almost at the uttermost limit of vision on 
the north-eastern horizon rose a black table-topped mountain 
such as may be seen commonly in Ethiopia. We wondered if 
it was Marsabit, the paradise of big game hunters. 

The eastern face of Batian presented a totally different but 
an equally beautiful sight. It was an unbelievable bright yellow 
ochre in colour. Any painter portraying it would be blamed 
for exaggeration, but perhaps no painter in the world could 
reproduce this yellow. 

After a short pause for resting and sketching, we followed 
the crest towards the summit. The rock has a reddish colour 
totally different from Batian, and its ‘behaviour’ in so far as 
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this affects the climber is quite different as well. On Batian’s 
north side we had found on the whole solid, reliable rock, 
sometimes even too smooth. Lenana had craggy rotten rock. 
As soon as the climber grasps it whole vertical slabs tend to 
break away with a slight pull. 

Since reading Gregory’s The Great Rift Valley and Geology 
of East Africa I have learnt that the differing ‘behaviour’ of 
the rocks on the two peaks corresponds to a different geo¬ 
logical origin. Batian like Nelion, Piggott, Dutton and Peter 
is derived from the plug of rocks of plutonic origin (nephe- 
line-syenite) which choked the crater of the decaying volcano. 
Lenana, like Sendeyo (as noticed so far as I know for the first 
time by E. E. Shipton), is of volcanic origin and its rock is a 
type of lava, discovered by Gregory himself and by him 
named kenyte. 

Once we had readied Lenana’s ‘handle’ we tried to dr- 
cumvent it from the glacier side, but we were so weary that 
we found the rocks too difficult and had to make a little 
detour to the east. Here we should have found, according to 
Dutton’s map, Kolbe Glacier; but owing to the general retreat 
of all glaciers on Kenya, as well as on Kilimanjaro and 
Ruwenzori, we did not see even a remnant of it. 

By this route we reached the shoulder above the ‘handle’. 

Giuctn showed me some stones he had collected. They 
bore strange oblong crystal plates (‘rhomb-porphids’) look¬ 
ing like stamps. While he was trying to increase his new stamp- 
collection he noticed a pair of sun-glasses with the once white 
glare-refractor yellowish and weather-stained. The owner of 
these glasses was not popular with us. Instead of blessing him 
for losing something which might have been of use to us - as 
a rule everything is of some use to a pow and the exceptions 
to this rule have still to be found - we blamed him for having 
lost only his glasses. Could he not have mislaid, for instance, a 
tin of sardines or of meat or cheese? We should have devoured 
it on the spot, as in the ‘refrigerator’ at 16,300 feet it would 
have kept for several years. 

After advancing a few yards along the broad shoulder we 
saw the cairn marking the top not far from us. 

I waited a while for Giu&n who was still busy collecting 
‘stamps’ - or hoping that the owner of the glasses or someone 
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else might have dropped something edible-and together, 
filled by an odd feeling almost of solemnity, we reached the 
point where one could ascend no farther. 

We shed our rucksacks and ice-axes and sat down, looking 
around. It was 10.05 a.m. 

A great peace hung over the broad expanse. Under the dark 
velvety sky the wonderful scenery of the country at our feet 
had a strange radiance. 

This was the climax of eight months’ preparation and of 
two weeks of toil. It was worth both. 

If a touch of bitterness marred our bliss it was the thought 
that we stood on Lenana and not on Batian. And there he 
towered, separated from us by a broad ice-saddle, above the 
pedestal of his yellow buttresses. The climb from this side 
certainly would not be the same as our vain attempt. 

Some three hundred feet below the peak of Lenana and to 
the south we noticed an iron hut, a sure indication that this 
was on the standard route used by those who wished to climb 
Batian. It stood near a frozen pond. 

The actual climb from the south-east seemed far shorter 
than that on the north side, as the beginning of the vertical 
ascent was there at a lower level than it was on the south¬ 
east. 

‘The standard route is probably a difficult climb,’ we re¬ 
marked studying the face, ‘but at least die climber who tries 
it has probably been assisted by porters, has eaten enough and 
has slept in the hut, some two thousand feet higher than our 
base camp. He has usually read accounts of previous climbs 
even if he is not led by an experienced guide. When he is on 
the rocks he is reassured by the knowledge that others have 
already managed it, men maybe with greater technical skill 
and knowledge, but always men of flesh and blood like him- 
se!f.’ 

Yes, we were delighted to be on Lenana, but at the same 
time sorry not be on Batian. 

After resting a while we scrambled around the rocks try¬ 
ing to find at least a remnant of the cross, gift of the Pope, 
placed on Lenana on January the 30th 1934 by the Fathers of 
the Consolata Mission of Nyeri, as we had read in P. Cagnolo’s 
book. We found none and were at a loss to explain how a big 
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cross, a photograph of which we had seen in the book, could 
have disappeared in ten years. We did not know then that 
the cross still exists and is well preserved, and that it had not 
been left on the very summit of Lenana, but on the south 
ridge some hundred and fifty feet below. 

Like Giuan, who in looking for 'stamps’ had found the 
glasses, I looking for the cross found another trophy, a 
wooden tent pole top once painted red and bearing the letters 
j.h.h. - f.l.v. and the date xi. ix. 37. I still keep it as a 
souvenir, and in mfny a transfer from one prisoner of war 
camp to another in East Africa it had caused astonishment to 
the officers searching my kit. At first glance nobody can make 
out what the blessed thing is as it bears some resemblance to 
a hand-grenade. 

It was getting late and distant mist banks were approaching 
rapidly. Mist to the south had prevented us from seeing Kili¬ 
manjaro, which has been observed from here several times 
by more fortunate parties. The mist was tossing and tumbling 
like surf but now and then when the curtains parted we had 
a quick vision of quiet tarns in remote valleys or of jagged 
rocky peaks. 

Presently it was almost on us. Fragments of cloud would 
reach the rocks at our feet only to burst and dissolve like a 
pricked soap bubble. 

It was time to hoist the flag. 

We stuck the lower pole into the stones of the cairn, and 
fitted die upper part, on to which the flag had already been 
fastened, into its tin mortise; then we tied the four strings 
on to four rocks, roughly north, south, east, and west. It 
looked solid and steady, not at all ‘improvised’ as the paper 
had it when describing die discovery of the flag by a party of 
climbers from Nairobi only a week later. Neither was it ‘fly¬ 
ing upside down (signal of distress?)’ as imagined by the 
author of the article in the same paper. 

We asked ourselves how long the flag would remain there, 
as after all we had hoisted it in order that it should be found. 
We certainly did not suspect that at the very end of the winter 
climbing season, only a few days later, Lenana would be 
visited once again by a party which would discover it with 
the aid of binoculars from die camp at Thomson Lakes. 
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Even while I was sitting on a rock and sketching the scene 
of the flying colours at the climax of our trip, the mists 
arrived above us. The breeze at first blew gently, only stirring 
the colours slightly, but soon increasing in strength it spread 
out until they were flickering, tossing, flying. 

If anyone wonders what it meant to us to see the flag of 
our country flying free in the sky after not having seen it so 
for two long years, and having seen for some time previous 
to this only white flags, masses of them, I can only say that 
it was a grand sight indeed. 

We left the note with our message and names in the sealed 
brandy bottle, picked up the rucksacks and ice-axes and 
plunged into a raging battle of floating and swirling mists. 

We had intended to enjoy a prolonged rest at die pools 
where we had awaited the dawn because from there we should 
have a last view of Northey Glacier and north-west ridge, 
but as the mists were by now covering Batian also, we had to 
travel at high speed. Quickly descending the rocks of Lenana 
to a pond, which I imagine is that called Harris Tam on 
Dutton’s map, we shot down a long scree to the bottom of 
Mackinder Valley. 

There we had a breather which we needed badly, then 
slowly we started the ascent of the ravine towards our immedi¬ 
ate goal. Behind us Lenana had long since disappeared in a 
grey cloak and the beauties of Batian’s north-east face were 
already obliterated. 

By the time we reached the pools only the snout of Northey 
Glacier protruded from the cover of clouds. It looked like 
a white dragon enveloped by smoke from its own throat. 
The north-west ridge was quite invisible. As it was only 
half-past twelve we decided to enjoy a good rest at any 
rate. 

We had just settled down at a spot selected to give a view 
which included the lobelia-fringed shore of one pool with the 
seracs of Northey Glacier in the background, when the mists 
suddenly closed down further and it started snowing. 

It was not a snow-storm like that which finally encompassed 
our defeat on Batian. It started gently and gently it carried 
on, without a breath of wind. It was such a quiet and kind 
snow-fall that we thought it could not last long. Thus we 
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decided to take shelter and to wait for it to cease. Shelter 
was soon found under the overhanging brow of a big boulder, 
but as far as the rest of the programme was concerned - well 
that was another matter. 

Patience is a virtue which becomes a well-trained Pow more 
than any other, and we did not feel tire lack of it. Thus we 
made the best of a bad job, put on every rag of clothing we 
had with us, and just started to wait. We did not like the idea 
of moving on and of reaching the base camp so soaked once 
more that we should have to pass another night with wet 
clothes on. 

We ate every crumb we could find in the bottom of our 
‘climbing-food’ bag, we divided one biscuit between us and 
spent half an hour in eating it, while in the meantime I ex¬ 
plored the inside of the Bovril bottle as industriously as any 
ant with my knife-point. The reward of my microscopically 
accurate work was worth the toil as we each got a thin film 
of meat-extract on our half-biscuit, in itself only the size of 
a postage stamp. 

The storm showed no sign of slackening. Snow accumu¬ 
lated slowly, steadily, stubbornly, on the ice-fringe of the 
pools, on the boulders, on every stone, even on top of every 
lobelia. 

Mist rose everywhere as if emanating from the soil. Of the 
wild scenery of Northey Glacier nothing was visible. By and 
by we heard the grumbling roar of falling seracs, ending with 
the whistle of minor ice-fragments thrown far into the air, but 
the silence which followed seemed the more awe-inspiring. 
Of the great work of destruction which weather and time 
carry on ceaselessly on the ice-fields of the mountain we could 
see nothing, but die sound was enough. 

Hours passed by. 

We were frozen but did not feel at all unhappy. For a 
while we even sang some of our alpine songs to pass the 
time. 

The white hoods on top of the lobelias increased in size. 
The plants looked stranger than ever and recalled to our 
memory unconsciously busy on food topics visions of cream- 
covered chocolate cones. We felt like Charlie Chaplin in The 
Gold Rush. 



THE MOUNTAIN 


176 

We hoped that before dusk the weather would clear and 
allow us to reach our base camp. From Nanyuki we had 
noticed that in the dry season the mists usually cleared towards 
the hour of sunset but not after the heaviest storms and during 
the rains. 

At last it stopped snowing but the mists did not seem to 
have the faintest intention of lifting. We set off anyhow and 
warmed up on the ascent towards ‘Molar’ saddle. 

Once there we stopped. As we had decided to get rid of 
every ounce of useless weight we made a bundle of all the 
ropes but one to be used in the passage of the gully, added 
the crampons and even the remaining paper arrows and put 
everything in die hole of the ‘Molar’ situated at the side of 
Mackinder Valley. I scribbled a few lines on a piece of paper 
and put it into the Bovril botde: ‘Mountaineering tools made 
in Prisoner of War Camp used during an outing on Mount 
Kenya. Good luck to any who may find and use them.’ So 
far as I know diey are still there, covered by the stones I 
put on them, for when Alpini Lt.-Col. G. Sora of Spitzbergen 
fame climbed Nelion in January 1945 lie had not time to dig 
for them, and nobody else knows anything about diem. I do 
not think that treasure hunting is much practised on Mount 
Kenya, and only a treasure hunter or a dentist would think of 
excavating in the ‘Molar’. 

In the meantime the mists had cleared above Mackinder’s 
Valley, and as though from a stormy sea the Flying Dutchman 
bade us farewell. She looked even finer than when we had 
first seen her. The ghostly rags of whitish mists against the 
dark background of stormy sky suited her to perfection. 
Billowing clouds hung round her like slowly lifting cannon 
smoke after a fight in buccaneering days, while the lazily 
d rifting clouds above her castles looked like trailing and battle- 
torn sails under die tattered Jolly Roger. 

I looked back at diis strange mountain with a pang of 
regret. The word ‘end’ already hung above our adventure. 

We ran down the scree towards our tarns and met the mists 
ascending, like cotton-wool clouds in a children’s theatre, 
from Hausburg Valley. 

Flashes of sunlight made the ice-covered surface of die 
tarns sparkle when we reached diem. It was like a last smiling 
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farewell: ‘Good-bye, little prisoners! Don’t forget us!’ Had 
faithfully reflected our mood every time we had 

leaving them for ever we collected some flowers 
which we meant to bring back when we returned to our own 
home, whenever that might be. The sun lit up the icc-sprinkled 
surface of the tarns as I saw them for the last time and thus 
they are engraved in my memory. 

We loved them for they had given us the memory of an 
inexhaustible store of beauty, on which we could draw during 
the years behind die barbed wire which would follow our 
adventure. I shall never see them again, but I shall never for¬ 
get them. 

The Nanyuki tumbled foaming along as we followed its 
course on our way back towards the inevitable barbed wire. 
We were strangely moved, sad and happy at the same time. 

Presently we approached the rows of erratic boulders, and 
there was the would-be white towel flying from a giant 
groundsel, and soon between two rocks we saw the pale and 
wom-out face of Enzo with his grey beard. He had been 
watching. 

Giu&n and I agreed to pull his leg for as long as possible. 
We did our best to assume the most doleful expression pre¬ 
tending that not even on this occasion had we been able to 
hoist the flag. 

But it cut no ice. As it was still early - not more than 6 p.m. 
- he had guessed that Lenana at least had yielded to our weak 
efforts. Enzo was no fool. 

Giuan and I had to summon all our strength, and there was 
little enough of it, in order not to spoil the game. 

On the grassy stretch beside the boulders Enzo met us and 
immediately tried to get behind me to make sure that the flag¬ 
poles were no longer protruding from my rucksack. As he 
turned I turned too, always facing him. 

At last Giukn and I made several steps to the rear and pre¬ 
sented arms with our ice-axes to the ‘Base Camp Commander*. 

‘Sir,’ I addressed him, and he saluted in military fashion, 
‘please strike your dirty banner, as from 10.30 a.m. to-day 
far better colours, our colours, have been flying from the top 
of Point Lenana.’ 


they not 
passed? 
Before 
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We had tried to joke, but the joke did not last. Enzo was 
no longer able to conceal his feelings. He bit his lips, clenched 
his teeth, and, if I am not wrong, two good hearty tears ran 
down his sunken cheeks as with one leap he embraced us 
both. 

With less emotion but with the same cheerfulness, we 
celebrated the achievements of the day by skipping our 
dinner. 



CHAPTER VI 


THE RIVER 


In which from ‘escapist’ mountaineering the party passes to other 
sports, such as girdle-tightening and meal-jumping. In which 
also a strange meeting with two natives is related. 


A faint hint of dawn lit the sky over the 'Molar' saddle but 
we were already up and ready to march. 

The morning was grey and chilly and Batian proved him' 
self a rude host as he was still under his soft blankets of 
clouds apparently disdaining to speed the parting guests. The 
landscape was whitened with a veneer of hoar frost. 

My companions were already on the move as I turned to 
take a last look at the site of our base camp. Of the camp itself 
only a few traces remained, such as empty tins, bags, string 
and the scrapped alcohol boiler. A clear-cut, dark rectangle 
surrounded by frost-whitened grass marked the spot where 
the tent had stood. The scene reminded me of a snow-covered 
cemetery, with a grave newly filled in the foreground. French 
serial-novelists of the last century loved the theme: ‘It was 
a livid morning. In the cemetery the grave had just been 
covered with earth.. . 

I felt in no mood for joking. It really was as though we 
had buried something there. In every departure, even in the 
most longed-for, there is a trace of sadness. After all, this 
place had been our springboard for the mountain, the goal 
of our dreams and hopes. But it was no occasion for pathetic 
farewells. There was no time to waste as we had an ambitious 
programme to accomplish. 

It had taken us nine days to reach our base camp. We 
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believed that we could make the return journey in three days 
if we could do three stages each day. Thus to-day we should 
omit bivouac 8 (‘The Fingers’) and 7 (the Heather) and camp 
at bivouac 6 (where Giuan had recovered from his fever). It 
was more easily said than done, but it had to be done as the 
penalty was too grim - real starvation. 

An alternative scheme had been rejected unanimously, i.e. 
to occupy the hut we had discovered the day before, to eat 
the food which we might find there and to attempt Batian 
again, following the standard route. This idea had first been 
proposed by Enzo when we told him about the hut, but after 
his initial enthusiasm had evaporated he himself had turned 
it down as, after examination, no less than five reasons were 
adduced against it: 

x. It would not be safe for Enzo to ascend 2,000 feet 
higher; 

2. It was by no means sure that we should find in the hut 
either food or reports by previous climbers which would en¬ 
able us to follow exactly the standard route; 

3. We did not know whether the hut would be locked up 
and to open it by means of violence would be little less than 
burglary. If we had found stores we could not have paid for 
them as all we had between us was only ten shillings in cash. 
We could of course have paid the balance through the Pay 
Office by a long and complicated process but it would have 
looked little better than glorified theft; 

4. Before attempting the standard route to Batian Peak we 
should have to recover the flag from Lenana in order to hoist 
it on Batian but if we were in the end defeated by this climb 
we should have to replace the flag on Lenana, which would 
have been too much of a good thing; 

5. We had ‘hoisted the flag of our despised country despite 
British barbed wire’ as we had stated in the message left in 
the bottle. It would be contradictory and definitely unsport¬ 
ing to use a British hut now. 

Thus we marched downstream trying, paradoxically 
enough, to get inside barbed wire as soon as possible. In¬ 
deed, as from the heather-covered slopes near the ‘Fingers’ 
we saw the camp through the binoculars it was no longer a 
vision of horror but one of food. It seemed to call to us widi 
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impartial heartiness: ‘Come on! Come quick! You will have 
plenty of beans and cabbage but at least you will not 
starve.’ 

We left the ‘Fingers’ on our right and descended tlirough 
heather-fringed gullies, eroded by rain, till we reached the 
head of the valley of the tributary. 

By 9 a.m. we were already in the ‘toil and misery’ grass, 
near the huge rock with the heather trees on its top. We rested 
on the bank of the tributary and ate our last crumbs of barley- 
sugar, the first ‘food’ we had had since that which we had 
scraped from the Bovril-bottle during the snow-storm on the 
previous day. 

We searched ourselves again for something to eat although 
we knew that this was only wishful thinking, but our whole 
stock of food proved to be no more than: - a few ounces of 
butter, carried by Giuan in a glass container; less than half a 
pound of rice, carried by me; three biscuits, each carried by 
its owner, who was free to eat it when he liked; three small 
bags, with salt, coffee and tea, carried by myself. 

The main topic of conversation during that day was of 
boiled rice and butter which we should cook in the evening. 

Several times I thought of Shackleton’s South Pole diary. 
The explorers spoke for hours of the meals they would have 
when they returned home, and that at a time when they were 
compelled to ration their food to an extreme degree. Many 
years before, while reading the book, I wondered why the 
explorers had added this refinement of torture to their horrible 
hunger, almost I thought to the point of sadism. Now that I 
was enduring a similar experience - of course to a far lesser 
degree -1 could understand their behaviour. At least I believe 
that it was not sadism at all that compelled us to speak of 
food the whole day, in spite of our ravenous hunger. I thought, 
and still think, that speaking of food is the natural outlet to 
the craving for a meal; one just cannot help it. After all why 
should one not do so when it is a mathematical certainty that 
one’s companions are thinking of just the same subject? It 
is only human and honest to exchange personal views on a 
matter which is the idie fixe of all at the moment. 

As we followed the tributary down I began to feel very 
sleepy. I wondered if it was the air, which seemed to get thicker 
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and more difficult to breathe at every step, or if it v/as due to 
my weariness. The rucksack seemed even heavier than on the 
way up although we had eaten or scrapped a good deal of its 
previous contents; thus I was inclined to believe that it was 
only my weakness which was worrying me. 

We lost a good half-hour while collecting a few roots of 
the giant heather. We had read in Stockley’s article that the 
roots of Erica Erborea was one of the best materials for mak¬ 
ing pipes, and thus we did not fail to take advantage of the 
opportunity. Needless to say we never got even the shadow 
of a pipe out of our wood as it split badly owing to the heat 
during the time we spent in the cells on our return. 

At noon we passed under the brows of the hill where we 
had camped amid the heather after the rain-storm, and half 
an hour later we were tackling the rocky step at the side of 
the waterfall in the gully. The rope-ring was found in good 
condition and we quickly lowered down ourselves and our 
belongings. At the foot of the pitch I was inclined to scrap 
the rope but in the end I kept it. It might, I thought, prove 
useful for an emergency stretcher if something should happen 
to one of us before the end of our trip. 

Once again we passed through the natural tunnel and saw 
the ‘botanical garden’ where we said good-bye to helichrysum 
and mosses. On the smooth and wet rocks we slid and fell 
more frequently than we had done on the way up but reminded 
ourselves philosophically that at least we slid and fell in the 
direction we wished to go, and not backwards as we had done 
when ascending. 

At 3 p.m. we reached the camp where Giukn had recovered. 
Before pitching the tent we rested a good while to summon 
up our last reserves of strength. 

By pitching the tent on the exact spot it had occupied on 
the way up we saved ourselves trouble and time as we did 
not have to clear and level the camping place. The dis¬ 
advantage to this, however, was that all the firewood within 
a reasonable distance had been collected on the way up, and 
we had to forage farther afield. It was a hard job. It needed 
our united strength - or better, weakness - to bring in a log 
which one of us could easily have shouldered a week before, 
and it took longer. Every minute we wasted meant a minute 
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longer to wait for the boiled rice and butter. Only this thought 
gave us confidence and good will. 

At length the fire was burning near a good supply of fuel, 
the tent was pitched and the great moment drew near. The 
water boiled and I shook into the cooking pot the two hand¬ 
fuls of rice which dispersed like a pinch of sand in the sea. 

‘Give me the butter, please; in a moment the rice will be 
ready,’ I said to Giuiin. 

‘Here . . .’ said Giuan, putting his hand into the exterior 
pocket of his rucksack. I wondered why he did not end his 
sentence. Spellbound, Enzo and I looked at him. 

He was getting pale and embarrassed. He searched and 
searched, then he turned his rucksack upside down and spread 
out its contents. No trace of the butter was to be seen. 

‘I suppose,’ he stammered, ‘I have lost it.’ 

‘You’re pulling our legs!’ Enzo exclaimed, getting excited. 

‘This isn’t the time for a joke, nor is the subject a joking 
matter!’ I added seeing my hopes of an almost substantial 
meal vanish. 

‘I’m not joking,’ Giuin assured us, deeply concerned. ‘The 
butter-glass was in one of the outer pockets of my rucksack. 
I’ve lost it, perhaps when we roped down near the waterfall.’ 

Enzo and I looked at each other, speechless. Well, we should 
have to eat the rice without butter. 

‘At least don’t forget the salt,’ Enzo warned me. 

‘Right you are.’ 

I opened my rucksack and searched for it; boots, coffee and 
tea-bags, the rope, dirty socks, the compass, little odds and 
ends were produced under the watchful eyes of my com¬ 
panions. A shiver ran down my spine. 

There was no salt. 

I had taken out everything and the rucksack lay empty and 
collapsed before us. 

‘I suppose I left the salt-bag where we took stock of our 
food this morning, at the head of the valley,’ I explained in 
a trembling voice. 

‘This is too much!’ shouted Enzo desperately. 

Giuiin smiled. He had his revenge at least. 

Thus, spoonful after spoonful, we ate the hot tasteless 
water in which a few over-boiled grains of rice swam sadly. 
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After this we had tea without sugar. Enzo’s attempt to 
sweeten it by boiling in it the bag which had contained our 
barley-sugar was completely unsuccessful. And the menu for 
the two following days was to be the same - sugar-less tea 
or, according to choice, sugar-less coffee. It sounded really 
hopeless. 

We lit a great fire. The warmth was snug and pleasant, as 
it was the first fire we had had for a whole week and our 
bodies needed ‘calories’ at least from outside. 

During my watches I had to struggle against sleep. The 
few logs we had managed to drag to the camp had soon burnt 
to ashes and the bamboos were devoured still more quickly 
by the fire. 

I could scarcely hold in my sore fingers the pencil with which 
I strove to register in my diary the main features of the past 
few days. The trip was by no means ended, as we had to 
march for at least two more days and one night, and had still 
to pass two main danger-spots, the ‘valley of the pachyderms* 
and the approach to the camp. Yet I felt the end of our 
adventure was near and I was strangely sorry. 

The deep roar of the stream; the flickering light of the 
stars; the thin sickle of the young moon seen between the 
branches of the trees; everything seemed to say to me: ‘It is 
the last time’. Even die crackling noise of ‘they-kill-the-pig’ 
seemed pathetic, like the cry of a baby lost in the woods. 

I wondered if it was time to sum up the results of our trip. 
‘No , 1 1 answered myself, ‘this is not the end, whatever I may 
feel about it now.’ But I was already sure that die memory of 
these days, so vividly lived, would not leave us unaffected. 
So much beauty could not have been experienced in vain. 

I felt weary beyond every belief, yet I was sure that every¬ 
thing we had endured, even the pain and hunger of this very 
moment, would be sweet in memory. 

In our breakfast tea Enzo had again boiled the bag which 
had contained our barley-sugar. It had not sweetened the 
bitter drink at all. Moreover we could not help passing a few 
sad remarks concerning last night’s fiasco - an affair difficult 
to forget. 
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Thus we were inclined to be gloomy and cantankerous 
when we set out. 

On the previous day our march through the bamboos had 
been a nightmare, so to-day we did our best to follow the 
stream whenever it was possible to do so. In due course, 
however, this policy forced me to enter a sort of grotto, from 
which I retreated at full speed when I found in it straw spread 
as though for a litter, and such an ugly smell of wild beasts 
that I was sure I had entered the den of an animal. Possibly 
I had paid a call on a leopard, unintentionally breaking the 
local laws of etiquette, which tend to frown upon premature 
advances by newcomers to the district. 

Now no alternative was left but to enter the forest. Giant 
nettles, deceptive carpets of leaves, thorns of every descrip¬ 
tion did their best to hold us up. Our fingers, cut and bruised, 
could scarcely grasp the bamboo culms. Fortunately we were 
descending in any case, so we could not grumble when we 
slid and fell. We had also made it a rule that when one of us 
was making a bigger jump than usual he had to utter Tarzan’s 
war-cry. Now it seems silly; but at the time this helped con¬ 
siderably in keeping up our spirits. 

When nearing the stream we came to a steep slope where 
the bamboos grew exceptionally sparsely. There we slid on 
die leaf- and twig-covered soil. The first man was lucky enough 
because if he lost his balance and had to slide down in a sit¬ 
ting position he found himself on a running cushion of leaves 
and twigs; but the second, and to a greater degree the third, 
found not only hard soil but protruding stones and roots 
which tried their best to tear his trousers. 

Soon after 9 a.m. we rejoined the stream at the foot of the 
gully and were glad to recognise several landmarks which told 
us that we were near our camping place number five (where 
Giuan had suffered as a result of sleeping under the damp rock- 
face). We passed the spot and then rested for a while on a 
rock where the sunlight filtered through the ceiling of branches 
and twigs. After cleaning ourselves, for the passage through 
the forest had covered our clothes and rucksacks with rubbish 
of every kind, we basked a while motionless in the sun. 

Soon we became aware that we were not the first to have 
chosen this spot as a resting place. A swarm of beautiful 
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butterflies approached. They were as big as the palm of one’s 
hand, velvety black with blue stripes, and they had tails like 
swallow-tails. I believe they were Papllio Nireus but I do 
not know if they were a migrating swarm or if drey had come 
togedier by chance on this sunny rock in the stream-bed. 

By 10.30 we reached the junction of the tributary and the 
main Nanyuki. I was delighted with the speed of our march 
and began to hope that we should reach camping place 
number three, or ‘Leopard-Camp’, this day. These hopes were 
dashed not long afterwards on account of an encounter which 
lost us a lot of time. 

Swimming in the calm waters of a little pool on the Nan¬ 
yuki we saw a black river duck, followed by two ducklings. 
As we drew near the mother flew off heavily, quacking a 
warning but leaving the young to their fate. 

Our mouths watered at the thought of roast duckling - even 
without salt - but the birds were, alas, far too clever to be 
caught, and not at all at their wits’ end. On one bank of the 
pool an eddy had heaped a broad mass of drift-wood, branches 
and leaves, under which they dived. We started a systematic 
search but only lost precious time. The ducklings were no¬ 
where to be found and we had to give in. 

As we waded through the next pool the water seemed far 
warmer than it had been on the way up. The air too was get¬ 
ting so hot that we regretted having put on our heavy blanket- 
suits again. We rested for a long while after this wading. 

It was bliss to lie back and to look up at the sky, framed 
between rustling twigs, as we were certain that this vision 
of peace and liberty would only too soon be remembered 
with regret. I felt already in true pow-mood. 

Our hopes of reaching camping place three had long since 
vanished but I wondered whether, on the morrow, we should 
be able to tackle the long trek from camping place four to the 
sawmill and so back to the pow Camp on the following night. 

It was x.30 by the time we reached camping place four 
(Enzo’s shelter) and it was too late to carry on as we needed 
lots of time for collecting firewood. Fortunately the bamboo 
shelter was still well preserved and needed no further atten¬ 
tion, so we could devote the whole afternoon to collecting 
fuel. We found a few good logs but we no longer had the 
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strength to carry them to the fireplace; thus we relied entirely 
on bamboos. 

Our so-called meal was a cup of bitter tea. I still had my 
biscuit which I wished to produce as a surprise for my two 
companions on the morrow. 

Keeping watch in our exhausted state was a trial. Again, 
as on the night after the attempt on Batian, I was ‘visited’ 
by characters from books read shortly before escaping. The 
last watch from four till dawn was particularly tiring. I kept 
awake by smoking and was soon in a state of such mental 
lucidity that my thoughts worked and worked almost in 
exaltation. 

I scarcely needed to move because I had piled all the 
bamboo fuel within reach. 

I was well aware that this would be the last night I should 
sit near the fire in freedom, the last time I should listen to 
the music of the stream, now roaring, now murmuring in its 
unsteady rhythm. The word ‘last* was the undertone of all 
my thoughts. 

And what about the ‘budget* of our trip? 

Solely from a mountaineering point of view it had been 
unsuccessful, or at best an ‘honourable failure’ for Lenana 
had proved to be only a ‘tourists’ mountain’ and Batian had 
slammed the door in our face. But after all, I thought, ours 
was not solely a mountaineering trip with a patriotic gesture 
thrown in. Above all our outing had been a reaction against 
the sluggish life of a POW Camp, an act of will amidst all that 
inertia. Had the trip been a success from this point of view? 

Only the future could give me an answer to this question, 
but I firmly believed that the adventure would unquestionably 
have a lasting influence on our lives as prisoners, and perhaps 
later as free men. 

At last the light of the day was stronger than the flames of 
my fire. The dawn of our last day of freedom had arrived. 
It was time to call my companions, to drink bitter coffee and 
to rejoin once more the men of the valleys, the every-day 
world of the camp. 

Every step would bring us nearer to food, but nearer also 
to captivity. 
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FEBRUARY 9TH 

We started late, at 8.30 a.m, in order to avoid any beasts 
which might linger near the river after their morning drink. 
In point of fact we met none. 

Our progress was even slower than on previous days. Most 
of the time one of us was either falling - almost invariably 
into the water - or just picking himself up after a fall, which 
■was a slow and difficult business. 

Black shadows dancing before my eyes and a persistent 
humming in my ears deprived me a good deal of my balance 
on the wet, smooth, round stones. I marched automatically and 
I have therefore only a very dim recollection of what I saw. 

We passed the caves with the curtains of creepers, the rocky 
basin with the passage through the forest, the place where 
we had seen the elephant (where there were now new foot¬ 
prints), the ‘elephant dancing places’, the spot where the 
rhino - if it was a rhino - had been seen rubbing itself against 
the tree and other familiar spots. The well-worn game paths 
again smelt of zoo and we kept carefully to the river-bed, 
sliding, falling, getting wet, drying off and getting wet again. 

After crawling under a fallen bamboo Enzo released the 
springy culm without warning Giuan, who was close behind 
him. The bamboo struck off Giuan’s sunglasses which broke 
into a thousand pieces on the stones. 

At any other time the matter would have caused either 
much laughter or an endless argument, but now nothing 
happened. We were too apathetic to care and after the ex¬ 
change of a few ‘compliments’ we just carried on as diough 
nothing had happened. 

The only creatures we saw were whistling and screaming 
parrots. We deeply regretted not having brought a catapult. 

We chewed wild olives, bitter as bile, and were even 
tempted to eat the bean-like fruits of a shrub, but feared that 
they might be poisonous. And yet had we but known it, 
there was plenty of food which we ignored. As I read later 
in H. W. Tilman’s Ascent of Nanda Devi 1 young bamboo 
shoots are excellent and proved to be real manna to the 
author’s party in want of food. 

1 An R.U. choice: December 1937 - out of print. 
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Near the camping place where we had had a morning call 
from the unidentified beast I fell, bruising my right knee 
badly. It gave me a real shock although Giu&n said, after 
examining it carefully, that it was nothing. As I had to rest 
and to massage my knee for a while I thought that the moment 
had arrived when I might produce the biscuit. 

I cannot describe the amazed looks of my companions as I 
put my treasure on a stone and asked Enzo to divide it 
exactly into three portions. They gave me the impression they 
believed themselves to be dreaming. 

Each part was no bigger than a normal finger-nail. I put 
mine into a cup of water for a minute or two and it swelled 
up until it was as large as a thumb-nail. 

It tasted heavenly. It was the first solid food we had eaten 
since our dismal dinner of rice two days before. 

At last, after we had meticulously examined the stone on 
which Enzo had performed the operation on the biscuit and 
had satisfied ourselves that we had overlooked no crumb 
which could be seen without the aid of a microscope, we set 
off again. 

I myself, limping painfully, soon became weary of con¬ 
tinuous falls and took an elephant track which appeared to 
cut across a bend of the river. My companions protested 
against this foolhardy move, pointing out that it was not 
worth while looking for trouble right at the end of a trip 
during which we had, until now, exercised the greatest care. 
Thus I retraced my steps and once more followed the river. 

While resting on a stone after one of my countless ‘land¬ 
ings’ it seemed to me that I heard the humming of a distant 
engine. At first I did not want to announce my discovery to 
my companions as I feared it was born of my imagination, 
like the chiming of the bells on ‘Batian-night’; but presently 
I noticed that Enzo also was listening attentively without 
saying anything, having perhaps the same suspicion as I had. 

‘Engine?’ I asked. 

‘Aeroplane,’ he answered. 

We listened for a while but the noise of the engine neither 
increased nor decreased. It could not be an aeroplane. 

We walked on and the noise of the engine became louder 
as we advanced and this gave us something on which to 
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speculate. We localised it eventually on the opposite bank of 
the river to the sawmill - the same rattling noise of a Diesel 
which we had heard on that memorable morning near the 
bridge. 

We guessed that the tractor engine had been adapted by the 
sawmiller to provide power for sawing timber in the forest, 
but we were surprised to find ourselves so near to civilisation. 
We had reckoned on reaching the bridge at about 5 p.m. and 
it was now only 3 p.m. This was the first sign of human life 
we had encountered after fourteen days of solitude, except 
for a brief sight of the hut on the southern side of Mount 
Kenya. 

We decided to make for the bridge at once and to stop 
near it for a wash and shave. After dark we intended to take 
the sawmill road and to make for the camp, arriving, with 
luck, that same night. 

We had reached a bend of the river where the noise of the 
Diesel engine was very close on our right, when I saw - yes, 
I saw, it was not imagination - a native standing by the fringe 
of tire forest some two hundred yards from us. 

He appeared to be waiting for us. 

1 wondered what this meeting would mean to us. The 
African would see at first glance that we were escaped prison¬ 
ers of war, as we were on safari without porters and in a very 
poor state. 

Our contacts with the natives of Kenya had been - before 
our escape - very few, but we had tried to learn as much as 
we could about their customs and languages as we had antici¬ 
pated that this would be of some use to us during our escape. 

I shall not mention various unpleasant contacts with some 
of our black sentries in which I do not know if I should blame 
more their foolish irresponsibility or their wildness, but I 
might record a few typical examples of the way in which we 
learnt our Swahili. 

The following very instructive scene I have witnessed more 
than once at pow camps in Kenya. 

SENTRY, making signs to the prisoner to approach the 
barbed wires , ‘Kuja! (Come on)’. 
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prisoner, startled as he dues not know what might happen, 
answers with a non-committal ‘Hm\ 

SENTRY, repeating unmistakable signs that he wants the 
prisoner to approach , ‘Kuja!’ 

PRISONER, becoming curious, approaches. 

sentry: ‘Taliani mzuri. (Italians good),’ or if prisoner 
shows signs of not understanding even this rudimentary Swahili, 
SENTRY raises his hands to show how ‘great* Italians are. 

PRISONER, still suspicious, keeps silent. 

sentry: ‘Angleza mbaya! (English bad), 1 or if prisoner 
still shows no signs of understanding, spits disdainfully or makes 
other signs of contempt. 

prisoner, becoming amused, laughs. 

SENTRY, having scored a point, gets down to the meat of the 
matter: ‘Nipa cigarra! (Give me a cigarette).’ 

PRISONER, greatly amused , nine times out of ten , throws him 
a cigarette stump. 

sentry picks up the cigarette stump, examines it carefully 
and then, changing his tone ‘Sasa kwenda! (Now buzz offl)’ 

At other times the prisoner himself offers a cigarette to 
the sentry who nine times out of ten is ready to start a short 
talk in broken Swahili, sometimes leaning his rifle against the 
wires. 

These, normally, are the first ‘practical’ Swahili lessons of 
the prisoner. 

Our conversations, however, were not confined to those 
held with sentries only. 

Once Giuitn watched a few askaris cutting the grass just 
outside the barbed wire. They sang, as natives will when 
they are working. Listening for a while Giu&n noticed that 
they were singing the well-known Catholic hymn ‘Tantum 
ergo’. In the conversation which followed Giuan asked one 
of them if he was a Catholic. The African answered with 
pride that he was 'not only a Catholic but also a Protestant’. 
Apparently he had attended missions of both persuasions. 

While we were prisoners we had little chance of practising 
our Swahili, even on our one-mile walk. Sentries posted along 
the track chased off every native who showed signs of wanting 
to accost us. Nevertheless, occasionally a man who hoped 
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to sell us eggs ventured to appear from the grass when the 
sentry’s back was turned, and trade and practice in Swahili 
followed. 

Once I heard a prisoner discussing the price of a dozen 
eggs in the dialect - very closely related to Spanish - of his 
Sardinian town. I stopped, wondering how the African could 
understand him and was amazed to hear the native answering 
in Portuguese, which language is also very similar to Spanish. 
The two men understood each other perfectly. The explana¬ 
tion was that the African had worked for years in Portuguese 
East Africa. 

Once only Giu&n and I were lucky enough to find an old 
shepherd who, ignoring the fact that it was forbidden for 
him to use the track during the prisoners’ exercise hour, was 
kind enough to grant us an interview on the subject of Mount 
Kenya. 

Not that we got a lot out of him because he knew practi¬ 
cally nothing, but we heard and spoke a little broken Swahili. 
He shook his head when Giu&n asked him - as he thought - 
if one would meet animals. 

‘So there are no simba (lion), c/iui (leopard), kifaro (rhino) 
or tembo (elephant)?’ said Giuan at last. 

‘Oh yes, there are plenty of all,’ he answered. 

‘Then why did you say that there were no animals?’ 
asked Giuan, but the old man broke off the interview rather 
abruptly. 

Only later we realised that instead of saying nyama (animals) 
Giu&n had used the word nyanya, which means tomatoes. 

As we advanced further in our studies we practised reading 
a Swahili paper, Baraga, which, like many other tilings, 
entered the camp mysteriously. Apart from its educational 
value we found the correspondence columns very amusing. I 
remember particularly one letter asking the editor to let the 
writer know the Pope’s salary. 

Anyhow when we met the nadve on the Nanyuki river, 
we felt reasonably sure about our Swahili but feared that we 
were about to be recaptured on the last day of our outing. 

We had been told that the British authorities had offered a 
reward of ten shillings to be paid to Africans for every 
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escaped prisoner of war brought to the nearest police station 
by their captors. Ten shillings is not a great deal of money 
and I personally believe myself to be worth at least twopence 
farthing more, but for a native in East Africa in 1943 it was 
a lot. Thus I strongly suspected our native of being busy 
reckoning what three times ten amounted to, and perhaps of 
drawing up plans to recruit sawmill labour to assist in catch¬ 
ing us. Moreover I credited him - assuming the natives of 
East Africa to be no better than those of Abyssinia in this 
respect - with scheming out in detail how to spend the money 
in feasting and drinking. 

When we reached the place where he stood I answered his 
greetings and passed on, as did my companions. 

Our appearance, however, evidently struck him as being 
so unusual that he felt compelled to satisfy his curiosity by 
asking us a few questions: 

‘Where are you coming from?' 

‘From the mountain,’ we replied. 

‘Where are you going?’ 

‘To Nanyuki.’ 

‘What would you give me if I carried one of your ruck¬ 
sacks?’ 

‘Nothing,’ we said. Had we not carried them, heavy as 
they were, from the first moment of our escape? 

‘Why do you not follow the sawmill path, which is far 
better, instead of walking down the stream-bed?’ 

‘Because we prefer it,’ we answered. 

Now it was our turn to question him, though we continued 
to walk on while asking where he came from. 

‘From the sawmill,’ he said. 

At this moment another African appeared from the forest. 

While the first African was dressed in shorts and shirt and 
a European style hat with a little feather stuck in the ribbon, 
his friend was covered only by a rough piece of cloth, ochre 
in colour. He wore a necklace of red glass beads and was 
armed with a long spear. He suited the surroundings and the 
atmosphere of an ‘escape in an African forest’ far better than 
his companion, and we stopped to look at him. 

The African in town-clothes took advantage of this to ask 
if we were thirsty. I think our eyes gleamed at the thought 



THE RIVER 


194 

that, as he had inquired about our thirst he might even realise 
that we were hungry. Without waiting for a reply he sent 
his wild companion off and told us to wait. We waited full of 
hope. The prospect of getting food had altered the whole 
situation. 

The wild fellow soon came back, his spear in his right 
hand and a pot in his left. As I had been leading, the native 
thought that I was the Number One of the party and after 
they had exchanged a few remarks in a language unknown 
to us, the bearer of the pot put it under my nose. I was sorry 
to see that there was nothing solid in it to eat, only a liquid 
of nondescript colour and with an agreeable smell of 
fermented honey. I drank a little; it was sweet and fairly 
alcoholic. 

After Enzo and Giu&n had drunk their share we asked 
Enzo to pay the men with a few cigarettes, and moved on. 

Immediately I felt a pleasant swimming sensation in my 
head and my pangs of hunger eased off deliciously. I was 
drunk; but I was sober enough to be a little shaken by what 
I saw when I glanced over my shoulder. Our black-skinned 
benefactors were following us closely, bombarding Giuhi with 
questions which he did not deign to answer as he was prob¬ 
ably in the same vague and happy state of mind as myself. 

At last Giuin asked me to stop, saying: Tm so fed up with 
these people I can’t stand their chatter any more.’ 

‘You’re getting fussy, I think,’ remarked Enzo. 

Ignoring Enzo’s interruption Giu&n carried on: 

‘They are insisting that we should leave the river-bed and 
go towards the sawmill. They offer to show us a good path. 
I propose therefore that we pretend to follow their advice in 
order to get rid of them. As soon as they leave us alone we 
can make for the river once more.’ 

I objected, expressing my deep-rooted doubts as to whether 
our two black friends would ever leave us alone. ‘If I were 
they ...’ I started, but Enzo interrupted me: 

.. you would have full belly.’ 

‘If I were one of them,’ I started again, ‘I should try to 
get us to the sawmill and should then inform the police, and 
in due course draw the reward of thirty shillings. I think it 
would be rather foolish to play their game.’ 
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As Enzo agreed to Giu&n’s proposal, however, I had to 
give in, grumbling, outvoted by two to one. 

The town-dressed native took the lead, and jumping like a 
bushbuck amidst the tangled undergrowth showed us, a few 
minutes later, a path leading up-hill towards the noise of the 
engine, now very loud. 

Contrary to all my expectations the two Africans then said 
good-bye politely and withdrew into the thick of the forest. 

After they had disappeared, to the great satisfaction of 
Giuim and Enzo, whose theory had proved right, we left the 
path and entered the forest once more. It was not easy going, 
but after walking for a quarter of an hour on a course at right 
angles to the mill we again approached the river. 

On the way Enzo thought it would be a good thing to get 
rid of his bush-knife (panga) as we were by now too near to 
the inhabited world to want it. He threw it into the thick 
bush, glad to be without another pound of weight to carry, 
and we scrambled down to the river-bed thoroughly tired, as 
the struggle through the forest had used up what we thought 
to be our last energy. 

We walked slowly along the riverbank thinking that we 
must be very near the bridge, as we had already left the noise 
of the engine behind us. I looked round to find a suitable 
place where we could clean ourselves up, and where we 
could rest while waiting for the dusk which would enable 
us to follow the sawmill road towards Nanyuki. 

Great was my disappointment when I saw we were once 
more being shadowed by the two natives who were only a 
few yards behind Giukn. The one in European dress proudly 
wore Enzo’s panga in his belt. 

We felt beaten; we felt desperately prisoner-like, and almost 
sure that we had been betrayed and were about to be caught. 
We dropped our rucksacks and sat down on the stones in 
silence. 

Evidently they had been watching us without being seen. 
At the time I was struck with sincere admiration for their 
ability to follow us so closely that they had been able to pick 
up Enzo’s panga. Now, however, I realise I had little reason 
to admire them. They were in their natural surroundings, 
and obstacles which seemed to us to be almost impossible to 
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surmount were, to them, normal features of their everyday 
life. Had they been able to cross a street in a big European 
town during a rush-hour without being killed by the traffic, 
then and then only should I have been entitled to the amazed. 

However, there they were. 

I thought that at any moment one of them would go off to 
call the sawmill people to aid in capturing us in order to claim 
the famous thirty shillings reward, while the other would be 
left to watch us in case we moved on. 

‘May I ask you what you want of us?’ asked Giu&n at last. 

The wild one was resting with one leg twisted round his 
spear-shaft. The well-dressed one was standing near him. It 
was he who answered: 

‘To go with you to Bwana Tumbo. We showed you the 
way but you seemed not to want to follow it.’ 

‘What does Bwana Tumbo mean?’ asked Enzo who under¬ 
stood Swahili only in bits and pieces. 

‘Mister Fat-tummy. Evidently the Englishman of the saw¬ 
mill is better fed than we are.’ 

Hearing us commenting on the nickname of the sawmiller 
and thinking perhaps we were afraid of him, the African said: 

‘Bwana Tumbo is a good man.’ 

We never doubted it. As a rule fat people are good- 
natured. We felt sure that Bwana Tumbo would not do us 
any harm and perhaps he might even ask us to dinner; but 
we much preferred to re-enter the camp unseen and by our 
own devices, as we had left it, instead of being brought in 
‘officially’ on the lorry of Bwana Tumbo which was what 
would probably happen if we were to meet him. 

We felt fatalistic. 

‘Let the worst happen if it must,* we thought, and started 
our washing and cleaning up without further delay. We per¬ 
formed the operations with particular care as we wished to 
appear as civilised and respectable as possible in the event 
of our having to dine par force with Bwana Tumbo. It was, 
I confess, an attractive thought after all. 

Once again the African said: ‘Will you come with us to 
Bwana Tumbo?’ 

‘Later,’ I answered, ‘don’t you see that we are getting 
maridadt (smart) in order to call on him?’ 
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They conversed a lot more between themselves. I was sur¬ 
prised that they did not take the obvious course - one to 
call the Bwana or sawmill labour, while the other remained 
to keep an eye on us - but at last I understood their object. 
As soon as we had finished our tidying up they became more 
daring and asked for soap and razor-blades. We graciously 
presented them with these coveted items and Enzo generously 
added a few cigarettes. Both Africans were very pleased and 
thanked us again and again. 

A troop of baboons passed on the far river bank. A few 
old males were ahead, females with little ones clinging to 
their backs followed and the ‘convoy’ was closed by other 
males on rear-guard duty. Was the whole tribe moving to 
new feeding grounds, or beating a strategic retreat? Or might 
this even be an evacuation of civilians? There are still mysteries 
in forest-life. 

The town-dressed African told us that baboons could be 
very dangerous and that they had once killed even a maiungo 
(white man) with stones. 

Finally the native asked: ‘Will you come now?’ 

We answered: ‘You carry on and we shall follow later.’ 

We could hardly believe our own eyes when both said 
‘good-bye’ and went away. 

They had hardly disappeared round a bend of the river in 
the direction of the sound of the engine, before we were 
ready to seize the opportunity and to run off. 

After all they might have intended to come back with the 
sawmill people to get those ‘thirty pieces of silver’ in spite 
of the presents they had had. 

How we found the strength to do so I do not know, but 
suddenly we were going down-stream like Marathon-runners. 
We reached the bridge and passed under it, wondering why it 
was we could never pass it at our leisure but always in a 
tearing hurry, and a few minutes later we had put die best 
part of half a mile between ourselves and the place where 
they had left us. 

In a small wood, still in sight of the sawmill road, we 
stopped. We could do no more. 

Some twenty minutes passed before we were able to 
breathe regularly and then Giukn took off his clothes. He 
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had fallen headlong into the river after slipping on a wet 
stone and was soaked to the bone. How thin he was. When 
I remarked on this he answered: 

‘Giovanni Rossi will be glad.* 

‘How does Giovanni Rossi come into it?* I asked rather 
puzzled. 

Giukn explained: ‘An hour before escaping, when I was 
having my last shower bath, Rossi looked at me critically and 
said: “Giukn, you are getting fat. You must take more 
exercise.” ’ 

‘And what did you say to him?’ 

* “Don’t worry, I shall start to-day.” * 

It was only twenty to six and we should have an hour and a 
half to wait before it would be dark enough to take the saw¬ 
mill road. The prospect of such a long rest did not please 
us at all. Our nerves were too worn out to permit us to enjoy 
a quiet siesta and we should have preferred to carry on 
immediately. 

While Giu&n dried himself, Enzo cut a walking stick for 
use during our night-march to the camp, and I prowled around 
the wood. After a while I found a good look-out from which 
I could give my companions the news of the road without 
being seen, as I was covered by a screen of leaves. 

I had not long to wait. The noise of the engine came nearer 
and nearer and soon the clashing of plates was heard. The 
tractor was coming home after work. 

At last it entered into the field of my vision and I proceeded 
to give my companions a running commentary of the scene 
in the same way as wireless commentators describe a football 
match for the benefit of their listeners: 

‘There’s the tractor going slowly up-hill, driven by a white 
man.’ 

‘Is it Bwana Tumbo?’ asked Enzo. 

Giukn immediately answered: 

‘Go and ask him.’ 

I went on: ‘He is sitting and I can’t see his “tumbo”. Close 
to him sits a native. ...’ 

‘Our native perhaps?’ asked Enzo. 

‘I can’t say whether it is he or not. They are too far away. 
A few Africans walk at the side of the tractor . . . several 
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Africans . . . lots of Africans. . . . The tractor drags a few 
long logs, probably supported by pairs of low wheels, 
but I can’t see them. Other Africans are sitting on the 
logs. The tractor is going towards the sawmill. It has dis¬ 
appeared.’ 

‘Anything else?’ 

‘Nothing . . . no, wait . . . other Africans, many Africans 
are following, thirty or forty, all carrying tools on their 
shoulders: axes, shovels, cross-cut saws. They are singing as 
you can hear.’ 

Even as the platoon of natives coming home from work 
paraded under my eyes, the engine of the tractor stopped. 
Presumably it had reached its destination, which could not 
be far away. 

‘Still more Africans are following. They sing like the 
Dwarfs in Snow-white going home. Now I understand why 
on our way up it sounded as though we were passing near 
crowded native villages.’ 

‘Anything else?’ 

‘Nothing else. We have been transmitting the “Return of 
the Sawmill Workers”. This is Mount Kenya Broadcasting 
Corporation. Good night, everybody.’ 

The show over, the road became deserted once again. The 
shades of evening stole across the silent landscape. We were 
able to wait no longer. 

We descended to the river, crossed it, filled our water- 
bottles for the last time and were soon on the road bearing 
the imprints of the tractor and many footprints, of human 
beings at last. It was a delight once more to feeL under our 
feet a smooth man-made road, after two weeks of scrambling 
in the trackless wilds of die mountain. 

After a short while the road became level and we guessed 
we had reached die top of the hill on which the sawmill was 
situated. The air was damp and hot. The golden quarter of 
the moon was low in the western sky but cast enough light 
to allow us to be seen. 

As we reached a house built in European style we stopped 
and agreed that it would be safer to wait until the occu¬ 
pants had gone to bed. Presently we heard voices inside and 
women’s laughter. It was only eight o’clock. 
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‘Just a little more patience,’ we admonished ourselves, and 
made for a small cypress wood. I was so exhausted that as 
soon as I sat down I was overcome by a strong desire to sleep. 
I slipped into my flea-bag and fell asleep immediately. 

A sensation of damp clammy cold awoke me. The moon 
was still in the sky. It was only 9 p.m. but I felt I could wait 
no longer. It was too nerve-racking just to sit there and 
shiver, and at a quarter-past nine we went on again. The 
house was now dark and silent and we were grateful to its 
occupants for having gone to bed early. 

We followed the road, walking so closely in Indian file 
that I could hear Enzo’s half-repressed nervous giggling only 
a pace behind me. Why he giggled God only knows. Perhaps 
he thought that we must have looked funny, like children 
playing at being a train or a centipede. 

The track was covered with saw-dust but it was not the 
same one as that which we had struck on the way up. I 
wondered if we should be able to find the other which would 
enable us to follow an easy well-known path, or whether we 
should get held up again in some blind alley. For the moment 
I felt neither hunger nor weariness. Adventure still beckoned; 
still I felt the marvellous excitement of the unforeseen. It might 
be the last time I should experience it, before becoming a 
prisoner again, but it was thrilling. 

Presently Enzo signalled me with a hiss. 

I stopped. ‘What’s the matter?’ I whispered, strongly 
suspecting one of his typically improbable proposals. 

‘I should carry the ice-axes at the slope,’ he said. 

‘Why?’ 

‘The natives would think we were marching with rifles and 
might think twice before troubling us.’ 

The idea did not seem unreasonable and was put into effect. 

‘Bravo 1' I said, as we ‘sloped arms’. 

We reached a broad open square with native huts on all 
sides. A few huts had their doors open and people were 
going in and out. We heard chatter, laughing and the noise 
of musical instruments. A native passed some thirty feet from 
us but I could not tell whether he had noticed us or whether, 
frightened by Enzo’s device, he pretended not to have seen 
us. Anyhow, without bothering us he went on his way. 
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If a few years hence a legend, not of a Nandi-bear but of a 
new sort of monster with six legs and two spikes should 
come to light among the Africans inhabiting the lower slopes 
of Mount Kenya, and if fertile native imagination adds that 
the monster has actually been seen devouring Kikuyu children 
on moon-lit nights, I beg game-wardens and scientists not to 
bother about sending expeditions to try to obtain a specimen 
for the British Museum or for some American Zoo, because 
the monster will already be in a cage and - at least so I hope 
- well preserved. Scientists may gather further details about 
the beast merely by asking A.D.P.W., p.o. Box 4000 Nairobi 
about the movements of Prisoners of War 762, 41303 and 
41304 on the night of February the 9th 1943. 

The square widened further. A layer of mist the height of 
a man made it difficult to see anything. I followed the marks 
of the tractor plates with my feet, and marched with my head 
stuck out like a tortoise’s. In spite of all these precautions 
I avoided bumping into the tractor, simply left standing 
in the middle of the sawmill village, by a matter of inches 
only. 

As we no longer had the ‘spoor’ of the tractor to follow 
we were at a loss where to go, nor could we wait for Bwana 
Tumbo to see us out of his realm. Thus I steered due west, 
towards the setting moon, and soon I found under my soles 
another tractor trail; older this time as it was bounded by 
ridges of dried mud. I followed this and in due course it led 
us to the entrance of a road running between two buildings. 
Here the traces ended and we were faced by the opening of a 
track leading out in the forest again. 

Now that we needed light badly, the moon had just sunk 
below the horizon. Still, we had had luck in passing through 
the sawmill village unnoticed as we had now emerged on the 
far side of it. 

Our track forked and we took the right branch. The left 
would have taken us too far westwards and Nanyuki, we 
reckoned, was due west-north-west. 

The road we had chosen was so little used that presently 
it became a mere path which, I feared, might at any moment 
end at some felling-site inside the forest. Feeling my way 
with my ice-axe I moved on. We did not like to use Enzo’s 
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torch, the last -we had which was still working, while we were 
so near to die village. 

Once again die forest close around us seemed alive with a 
hundred voices as we marched on in inky darkness, but now 
I had no fear. I even tried to enjoy it as I thought ‘This is 
die last dme I shall have die opportunity of listening to 
these sounds in freedom.’ 

A fallen tree barred the way and for a moment we used die 
torch in order to pass the obstacle. 

How narrow the track seemed in die fitful light! 

Fortunately the path kept more or less north-north-west, 
as I observed by taking my bearings on Rigel of Orion. 

We moved quickly. 

We did not know how much time had elapsed since we had 
left the village but we did know that before dawn we should 
have to be prisoners once again if we wished to avoid one 
more day of starvation. 

Perhaps my pace became too fast for Enzo for he asked 
and even begged for a halt, if only for a very short rest. I 
forced myself to be adamant. I quite realised that if I myself 
felt utterly ‘down’, he would certainly feel still worse since 
he had not gone into training for the trip, was poorly equipped 
and had been ill for long. Even so I did not dare delay while 
we were still not at all sure that we should be able to reach 
the camp before daybreak. 

‘We shall have an hour’s sleep after leaving the forest be¬ 
hind us,’ I promised him at last. 

On we went. 

Almost imperceptibly we started to descend while the path 
broadened again into a track, or perhaps it had joined a track 
and we had not noticed where and when. 

Enzo insisted that we should at least slacken our speed, 
which we did. 

Suddenly we were marching on level ground. How long 
it had taken us to reach this point I do not know, for we dared 
not show a light and I had not been able to look at my watch; 
but at any rate we had reached the plains. 

On our right the forest still showed like a black wall, but 
to the left it opened out into broad glades. Presently on the 
horizon we saw the lights of Nanyuki ‘township’ and the red 
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light of the airport. By taking our bearings with the aid of 
the latter we knew that we should be able to locate the camp 
exactly. 

We thought that it would be dangerous to follow the track 
any further. Indeed, even now we could see the lights of a 
motor-car approaching. We stopped behind a shrub and 
watched them coming nearer and nearer. They had a strange 
fascination for us. 

The car did not reach us as it turned southwards and rapidly 
disappeared. We waited a little longer in case it should return 
but nothing happened. The darkness remained undisturbed, 
and in the meantime Enzo had fallen asleep. 

We got him up with some difficulty and walked straight 
on towards the red light of the airport, still more than ten 
miles away, as it seemed to us. 

The grass was breast-high and I pushed it aside with my 
ice-axe, feeling for holes with my feet. Enzo followed mechani¬ 
cally. I myself felt near collapse. The red light danced before 
my eyes and often it seemed to be completely obliterated by 
grey shades. Once more I felt a stinging pain in my stomach. 

Presently Enzo drew a long breath and stammered: ’You 
promised ... once we were out of the forest.. 

I was only waiting for an excuse before taking a rest which 
I needed badly, and ’Right you are,’ I said, dropped the ruck¬ 
sack, sat down and fell asleep. 

When I woke I saw from the stars that it was long past 
midnight. Probably we had only a few hours of darkness left. 

I waited a little longer, however, as I had not the heart to 
rouse my companions from their peaceful slumber. As I lay 
there looking at the stars the sky was so clear that one could 
see stars and more stars down to the very horizon. Where 
but on the Equatorial highlands can one enjoy such a spectacle? 

At last I performed my mournful duty by shaking Giuln 
and Enzo and we again set out, slowly and painfully. March¬ 
ing in high grass is a wearisome business even in daylight and 
under normal conditions. Now and then dark clumps of trees 
showed like islets in the sea of elephant grass. Under one of 
those olive-trees somewhere not & from here we had spent 
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our first night ‘out’. It seemed to me that this had happened 
seventeen years ago, not merely seventeen nights. 

We dragged ourselves along through the grass. Often one 
of us fell and immediately the others took advantage of this 
by sitting down as well, in order to enjoy a few moments’ 
rest. I wondered if we should be able to reach the camp at all, 
but suddenly I saw something which raised my hopes, 
t. ‘Giuan!’ 

§;. ‘H’m,’ he grumbled. 
i ‘Do you see that high dead tree?’ 

Wes.’ 

'Do you remember the one we took as a landmark during 
our butterfly hunt?’ 

‘Yes. If that is the one there should be some native huts 
on our left.’ 

‘Exactly. We shall soon see if we are right.’ 

We were right as presently we heard dogs barking on our 
left. Another dog answered from far away on the right. A 
neighing horse joined in the concert. 

Near the big dead tree we had met a mongoose on our 
memorable preliminary trip. Then the grass had been high 
and had concealed many ditches and holes, but now we 
noticed with relief that it had recently been burnt and our 
progress accordingly became far easier. 

I do not remember how far we walked on the pitchblack 
burnt soil but at last we sighted a dark strip of trees, perhaps 
a mile distant. 

*It’s the wood near the church,’ I announced, very pleased 
at finding another well-known landmark as on this flat terrain 
we could no longer see the red light of the airport. 

Had my head been less heavy, my stomach a little less 
empty and my knees not as uncertain as they were, it might 
have been a real pleasure to walk on the short burnt grass 
after the hours of toil in the elephant grass. But it was no 
pleasure, in spite of the fact that we now had a good land¬ 
mark by which to steer. 

Once I fell into a hole, and before I had scrambled out on 
the far side Enzo, automatically following in my footsteps, 
fell in on top of me, landing on my rucksack. I got angry: 

‘Can’t you look where you put your feet? Didn’t you see 
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me falling in here? If you want to fall in a hole you might 
at least choose another one, and not the one I’m still occupy¬ 
ing r 

‘I didn’t see anything,’ he murmured plaintively and im¬ 
mediately started to go to sleep where he lay. Giuan and I 
pulled him out and on to his feet, but after a few hundred 
yards he fell down again and refused to get up or to attempt 
to walk at all. 

‘I can't,’ he said. ‘Leave me here. You go on to the camp 
alone. Someone can bring me in to-morrow.’ 

I was exasperated: ‘Haven’t we marched together for eigh¬ 
teen days? Do you think we should leave you now, a few 
miles from the camp? Get up. We shall return together, as 
we started.’ 

It was useless to appeal to his pride and sportsmanship. 
He was almost crying, like a child: ‘I can't bear the weight of 
my rucksack any more.’ 

‘That’s your affair. I don't care. You march, and if you 
don’t we shall kick you or even beat you with our ice-axes.’ 

Til march. But the rucksack . . 

‘If you can’t carry it on your shoulders, carry it on your 
head.’ 

The idea appealed to Enzo’s sense of oddity and after he 
had balanced his load we marched on again. 

The wood by the church did not seem to get any nearer. I 
was kept awake merely by the responsibility of leading die 
way. Had I been in the place of Enzo or of Giuki I do not 
know if I should have been able to go any further at all. 

When we were fairly near to the wood we struck a barbed 
wire fence which compelled us to make a long detour before 
reaching the main road. 

This we crossed, Enzo still carrying his rucksack on his 
head - a strange picture of misery and exhaustion to anyone 
who might have seen us. But nobody was there to enjoy the 
scene. 

During the whole of the time that we were passing through 
the strip of land between the road and the railway, at least 
one of us was sitting or lying on the ground. It was a torture. 

Carefully we crossed die fails and then we had a long rest 
before the final effort. 



20 6 THE RIVER 

As my cooking pot, hanging outside my rucksack, might 
reflect even the light of the bright stars, I put it into the bag 
I had made for this purpose. We checked over our rucksacks 
carefully in order to fasten securely anything which might 
rattle or clink while we were moving and then, summoning 
all our energy, we approached our ultimate goal - the camp. 

First we walked slowly and then we started crawling on 
the ground. Now the sentry towers along the double barbed- 
wire fence rose over the near horizon, followed by the sil¬ 
houettes of the dreary tar-painted barracks. 

Holding our breath we crawled across the broad space 
which formed the outer boundary of the camp-gardens. This 
space was patrolled regularly by day and was supposed to be 
patrolled also by night, so far as we knew. Even if the sen¬ 
tries were not too conscientious in the performance of their 
duties at night the terrain over which we were crawling was 
always within easy range of the sentry towers. 

Thoms pierced my hands and knees, already bruised and 
battered. Every yard seemed a mile, but we managed even 
this last endurance test, reaching the gardens without having 
provoked either shots or alarm whistles. 

We were safe, but prisoners again. 

Easily, in spite of the darkness, we located the hide-out 
where we had spent the afternoon of our first day of freedom. 
The next thing was to ascertain whether our friends had left 
food and water for us according to plan. 

We felt around with our hands, we even dug, but found 
nothing. Only when we met our friends did we learn what 
had happened. On the twelfth day after our escape they had 
brought a bottle of water and a box of ration-biscuits. By 
the next day both had disappeared, and since we had not 
reported back they had evidently not been taken by us. They 
brought another bottle and another box of biscuits only to 
find that by the following day unknown hands had once more 
removed the provisions. Thus they had carried on till the 
fifteenth day, when they had no more biscuits left. They 
wondered if the hide-out was being watched, and in any case 
they resented the idea of providing food for somebody who 
had not even the courtesy to leave a note thanking them for 
the gift. 
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This was why on the eighteenth day after our escape we, 
to our grief, found nothing. 

While Enzo fell asleep immediately, Giuan and I buried, 
in a spot easy to describe and to identify, our most precious 
and ‘dangerous’ belongings: compass, binoculars, sketches and 
diary. 

As we finished, a cold wind blowing from the east told 
us that dawn was near, and we lay down near Enzo in order 
to have a short sleep. 

The end of our adventure, which, with mixed feelings, I 
had seen approaching nearer with every step during the last 
few days, had unmistakably arrived. But at the very end I felt 
neither sadness nor relief, only complete, utter exhaustion. 



CHAPTER VII 


THE WIND 


In which is related how captivity is redoubled and other con¬ 
sequences of our adventure. 


the next morning we awoke late, noticing with disappoint¬ 
ment that a sentry was performing his duty, walking slowly 
up and down along the outer boundary of the vegetable gar¬ 
dens and over the open space across which we had crawled 
a few hours before. Every three or four minutes he passed 
some thirty feet from our hide-out. 

While his back was turned I managed to slip out and 
mingle with other prisoners working in the vegetable gardens 
being dressed like them in POW shirt and shorts. 

One of them recognised me and spoke to me as though I 
were a ghost: 

‘You? What are you doing here? Aren’t you at Mogadiscio?’ 

‘Yes, it’s me, but why on earth should I be at Mogadiscio?’ 

‘People thought that you would never come back, that you 
had told your friends you were going to climb Mount Kenya 
merely in order to lead the authorities astray....’ 

‘As you see, here I am.’ 

Two hours later Giu&n, Enzo and I entered the main gate 
of the camp with a working party, three members of which 
had kindly agreed not to re-enter the camp for lunch. I do not 
remember how they got back into the camp that evening 
but they managed it. 

The same day our rucksacks, climbing suits, boots and ice- 
axes came into the camp concealed in a lorry among bags of 
turnips and cabbage. Furthermore, a friend went out into the 
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gardens with the afternoon working party and retrieved our 
buried treasure. 

We were ‘in’ once more. 

First we devoured our mail, and then we tried to eat in 
one afternoon enough food to compensate for the meals we 
had missed during the past week. 

We were rather coldly received by the majority of our 
fellow prisoners who had been subjected to some restrictions 
- soon lifted - because of our escape. Many of them did not 
believe that we had been on Mount Kenya and made the most 
silly remarks. 

We hid during the evening roll-call, had our hair cut and 
slept blissfully in our bunks. 

Next morning we put on clean, freshly ironed clothes and 
only then reported cheerfully to the British Compound Officer. 
‘Good morning!’ we said. 

We were put in a cell and meticulously searched. 

The East African Standard of the 20th of February related 
the story of how our flag had been found. It was a funny 
story indeed containing not only untrue but also contradictory 
statements, as the reporter - a member of the climbing party 
which retrieved our flag — stated it had been ‘flying upside 
down’, while a photograph showing the colours spread out 
on the rock was headed 'the improvised flag in the position in 
which it was found’. 

Well, all this is a petty chronicle of facts more or 
less resulting from feelings and ill-feelings connected 
with war and the pow mentality, and is concerned neither 
with die main story of our adventure nor with its main 
consequences in so far as these affected us tl ree who had 
experienced it. 

After all it is these consequences which are of importance 
to us and that is why I have written the whole story. 

Thus, happily we entered our cells. 

Life was truly sybaritic. 

I shared a cell with Giu&n. Enzo was with another man 
who had been sentenced to twenty-eight days for trading with 
natives; if I remember rightly he had been selling then\ 
wooden suit-cases made by himself. 
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We had been sentenced to twenty-eight days as we had 
expected, but actually spent in the cells only seven as the 
Camp Commandant was very kind to us and had, as he put 
it, ‘appreciated our sporting effort’. Only later when the affair 
of our flag on Mount Kenya had got unmerited advertisement 
by press and wireless were we sent to a camp where ‘bad 
people’ were segregated. 

In the cells it was rather hot as the roofs and walls were 
built of corrugated iron and there were lots of fleas, but at 
first we did not notice this as we only slept and ate, ate and 
slept. Our friends had ‘arranged matters’ so that we got two 
or three times the quantity of food issued in the ordinary way. 

We were allowed neither books nor cigarettes, but during 
our exercise hours, from 7 to 8 a.m. and 5 to 6 p.m. our friends 
found it possible to circumvent this regulation. As a matter 
of fact I read Knut Hamsun’s Vagabonds, thoroughly enjoy¬ 
ing it, and as far as cigarettes are concerned we had so many 
of them that we distributed them not only to other fellow- 
prisoners in the cells but even to our African sentries. 

At this time 354 pow Camp suffered from a water shortage 
owing to the dry season, and queues for drinking and cooking 
water started before dawn. There was not enough water for 
washing linen or for bathing in the compounds, but this did 
not apply to us happy inmates of the cells. Owing to the 
lay-out of the pipes of the camp water supply, the taps in the 
little cell-compound provided water enough for shower-baths 
and for the washing of linen, although prisoners who had not 
misbehaved as we had could not enjoy these privileges. 

When inspections were made they started at the far end of 
the cel’s, and we knew from the noise made by the askaris 
and from the sound of slammed doors what was happening. 
We had plenty of time to bury cigarettes, matches and books 
in a prepared hole in the earth floor and to clear away ash and 
cigarette stumps. 

To cut a long story short I shall merely remark that the 
memory of those seven days in the cells is almost as pleasant 
a recollection as that of our trip on the mountain. 

Last but not least of die advantages of our cell life was the 
sight we could enjoy from the little iron-barred window. 
Wh & t we could see was intimately connected with us and 
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was the primary reason for our being in the cells: Mount 
Kenya. 

One night it seemed to me that a strong wind was blowing. 
This sensation became mingled in my dreams. 

At first it was as though I were at home, and the winter 
winds were blowing icy from the Julian Alps and highlands, 
lashing the sea, rattling window-shutters and whistling in the 
chimney in the old homely way. 

Then it was as though I were again on the summit of 
Lenana, watching and following the turbulent track of the 
wind through the blanket of clouds at my feet. 

It started rustling the gleaming, silvery leaves of the old 
olive, sighed through the mysterious abode of the elephants 
and reached the odd world of dry bamboo culms, clattering 
like dry bones. 

In the heath belt it played heavenly harp-music through the 
branches and needle-thin leaves of the giant heather, then it 
roared up the moss- and senecio-covered upper valleys of the 
mountain, and rippled the surface of the silent tarns. 

At last, grown to the violence of a mountain gale, it charged 
Lenana’s summit and, flinging wide the colours of our 
country, opened our minds to new life and understanding. 

As I awoke the cell was filled with eerie moonlight. A 
strong cool wind was actually blowing. The corrugated iron 
roof of the prison rattled. 

I sat up on the wooden board which was my bed, trying to 
disentangle dream from reality. 

A rat drifted noiselessly across the shadow of the iron 
window-bars, neatly etched by the moonlight on the earth 
floor. 

Giuctn was peacefully asleep. 

I got up, and leaning my elbows on the window-frame I 
gazed through the grid. I was uncertain yet whether it was 
real or whether I was still dreaming. 

There on the far horizon lay Mount Kenya, its crystal 
white glaciers gleaming in the glorious moonlight, a halo of 
stars around Batian Peak which we had not conquered. 

The mountain looked exactly the same as it had on so 
many occasions before our outing. Slowly a doubt crept into 
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my mind: ‘Is it true? Have we really been there? Has not 
everything been a dream, a wonderful dream?’ 

And then it seemed as though the wind brought me an 
answer from the mount of our dreams, murmured in a lan¬ 
guage which only I could understand: 

‘It is as you think. Only in dreams can humans approach 
me; only in dreams are they allowed a fleeting glimpse into 
my dearest secrets. 

‘You, then, only dreamt that you had seen my miracles of 
sheerest beauty: the emerald-green tarns, the infinite horizons, 
the ever-changing mountains of clouds, the unbelievably dark 
sky and the stupendous yellow walls of my north-east face, 
the icy water drunk through the hole in the ice, the weird 
music of harps and the chime of bells in the mist, the unearthly 
shape of lobelias and giant groundsels, the glamour of heli- 
chrysums, the legendary form of the Flying Dutchman , the 
mysterious dwelling of the elephants, the play of light and 
shade in Batian’s shadow, the strange voices of night in the 
forest, the smell of bivouac fire and of heath resin, the feeling 
of utter independence of man and the inhabited world, the 
fullness of life and action, the sure knowledge that adventure 
is still a challenge and beauty still a reality for those who care, 
even for those degraded from man to a mere number in a 
camp. 

‘In your dream you did not conquer me, but you have 
reconquered yourselves. 

‘You shall live again encompassed by barbed wire, guarded 
by the bayonets of black sentries, among the people each 
with a black patch on the back of his grey shirt, 1 people with 
shaken nerves jaded by war and captivity and dreadful news 
from home, petty and vindictive, silently suffering* without 
reason to hope and yet maddeningly hopeful. But you shall 
be as children living in a dream-world among grown-ups, 
busy with the grim reality of life. 

‘You shall no longer share their misery, for in my world 
of solitude you have seen the shadow of eternity. 

‘I have given you riches which can never be confiscated 

1 Prisoners of war in East Africa were forced to wear a diamond-shaped 
black patch sewn to the back of their shirts, in order to make them easily 
identifiable. 
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even by the most exacting searchers - self-reliance and a sense 
of proportion. 

‘The hard present, which at first you feared and then tried 
to overcome, is neither everything nor nothing; it is only a 
part of Time, and this you will realise later. 

‘The time will come when your years of captivity will in¬ 
fluence your lives to an extent which to-day you cannot yet 
grasp. Captivity will have been, paradoxical as it may seem 
to you now, a necessary part of your experience, as without 
darkness there can be no light.’ 

Thus, it seemed, spoke the wind of the mountain, seeking 
me out in my prison cell. 

And it was as if I had found something which I could not 
find on that last evening, meditating while watching by the 
river. 

And the wind seemed to add: 

‘The dream you dream shall live in your memory, a delight 
that never will stale; it will be your inspiration in the bitter 
years to come. But be careful 1 For what you have gained you 
have paid in full measure, but it is meant for you only. Keep 
my precious secrets to yourselves and reveal nothing to 
anybody.’ 

I, obstinate as I am, have written a book about it. 

PoW Camp 33 6 , Gilgil {Kenya) July 1946 



